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10 
CAROLINE HAZARD 


We shall remember until memory sleep 
Our pilgrimage 
By the holy Jordan and the magic Nile:— 


The Nile 

Whose reeds heard wandering Isis weep, 
As with the Sunrise Child on arm she sought 
Her martyred and dismembered lord, 

Osiris, 

The Resurrection and the Life to those 

Old thirsters after Immortality, 

Who in transcendent trust 

Would share their spirit heritage 

With gilded dust, 


Even with dust of cat and crocodile ;— 


The Jordan, 

A leaping stream from lofty Lebanon poured, 
Deep-valleyed, willow-shadowed, with blue iris 
And mignonette sweet as a gospel thought 
Fringing its upper course. How fast it flows 
To reach that ford where Christ went down to be 
Baptized of John, and as he trod 

The shallows, lo! the Grace of God 


In figure like to one 

Of the river’s many doves that dip and shine 
—If dove indeed, why less divine >— 
Alighted on the Well Belovéd Son. 


Always that sacred fellowship we keep, 


Still heart to heart making our pilgrimage © 
By the holy Jordan and the magic Nile. 


THE PILGRIM SHIP 





THE PILGRIM SHIP 


Lanterns at stern and prow flash down their wavering 
Ruby pillars into this pallid sea 

Murmurous with ancient litanies. A favoring 
Wind lends her aid to steam, yet slowly we 

Fare on to Palestine, the whither, whither 

Of many a dream and many a devotee. 


From star to golden star the tall mast, quivering, 
Traces our way, the stars that looked on Paul 
Cheering the sailors while the storm was shivering 
His prison-ship; Jerome the Eagle, all 

His Roman dames like doves about him, pilgrims 
To Bethlehem following that ascetic call; 


On Origen, spirit of white austerity; 

On that shadowy figure whose beguiling quill 
Wrote down his Travels with such gay temerity 
As fooled ten centuries, Sir John Mandeville, 
Ceasing his tale at last lest nought for others 

Be left to tell: ““Wherfore I hold me stille.” 


Over these chanting seas against the garrisons 

Of the unbelievers fierce crusaders came, 

Host after mail-clad host, to slay the Saracens, 
Who flared to meet them, flame encountering flame; 
But still the minarets cry Allah! Allah! 

And the Red Cross now is Mercy’s dearest name. 


[ 13] 


Richard the Lion-Heart, who found in Saladin 

A foe as generous, flushed his singing sword 
With Moslem blood; and many a gallant paladin, 
Knight and hidalgo fought against the horde 


Of infidels to rescue—ah! the empty, 
Disputed sepulchre of Christ their Lord. 


O the jubilant trumpets! Silken pennants fluttering! 
Emblazoned pomp of king and emperor! 

O splendid vestments of proud bishops uttering 
Sonorous mass at altars fashioned for 

The glory of the Galilean,—glory 

Of saving love blasphemed by savage war! 


Down on our forward deck the stars are lustering 
A motley throng,—cloudy-robed Bedouins sashed 
With rainbow; antelope-eyed children clustering 
About veiled mothers; mightily moustached 

And bearded monks from the awful crags of Sinai; 
And dancing gypsies, castanets loud clashed. 


Softly the turbans blend their mauves and Tyrian 
Purples with sparkles of the scarlet fez; 

The Arab brown burnoose merges with Syrian 
Abba and yellow gabardine that says 

A Jew, that restless wanderer of the ages, 
Known from the Susquehanna to Suez. 


[ 14] 


Now on our pilgrims, huddled close in gratitude 
For strip of deck, as on those whose requiem 

Long since was sung, lies silvery beatitude 

Of moonlight, grace of God enfolding them, 
While in their dreams the waves are yearning voices 
Calling Jerusalem! Jerusalem! 


[15] 
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ON CHRISTMAS EVE, 


On Christmas Eve, so runs the marvellous tale, 
Heaven once flashed through her amethystine veil, 
And while this raptured earth beheld and heard 
Those star-eclipsing choirs, the Eternal Word 


Put on our flesh to bear our human bale. 


Faint with the sweets such sanctities exhale, 
Deep-brooding Doubt lets fall his winnowing flail, 
And feels his weary heart divinely stirred 

On Christmas Eve. 


For sudden lustres play o’er hill and dale, 
The silence thrills to music, mothers pale 

Smile like Madonnas, and the Christ, unblurred 
By mists of time, unslain, unsepulchred, 

Life’s cup re-consecrates to Holy Grail 


On Christmas Eve. 


[ 19] 


THE BLIND BOY OF BETHLEHEM 


ScENE: A dim, curtained alcove, in which may be faintly dis- 
cerned the outlines of a divan. 
BENONI (Calling excitedly from the divan) 
Mother! my mother! Mother, come to me! 
MoTHER (Entering with a soft light, as of a Greek lamp, in her 
hand) 
What is it, my Benoni, son of grief> 
BENONI _ I cannot sleep because the room 
MOoTHER Is dark. 
O dear blind eyes, if love could make them see! 
BENONI — But mother, mother 








MoTHER What a trembling leaf 
Is this frail hand that clutches mine! 

BENONI O hark! 
You do not let me tell you. 

MoTHER Tell me what? 





BENONI _ I cannot sleep because the room is so 
MOTHER So dark, my dove? 


BENONI So light! so light! so light! 
MoTHER Alas! again the fever! © 
BENONI It is not 


The fever. See, O see the splendors glow 
Upon the gloom, all radiantly bright! 
Sit by me, mother. Hold my hand and look. 


[ 20 ] 


MOoTHER (Seating herself on the side of the divan and stroking the 
boy’s head) 


BENONI 
MOoTHER 
BENONI 
MoTHER 
BENONI 
MOoTHER 


VOICE 


Benoni, son of sorrow, full of wild, 
Strange fancies, what is there to give you joy? 
What should I see within this curtained nook 
But hush and shadow and a wayward child, 
A sleep-bewildered, mother-missing boy ? 
There are no splendors here. 
The gleams! the gleams! 


Only this tiny gleam I bear. 
The stars! 
What should you know of stars? 
The skies! the skies! 
O blind from birth, your skies are only dreams, 
Child-dreams of seraphs driving golden cars. 
There is a seeing deeper than the eyes. 


Into the room, gradually flooded with light, enter in succession, as 
one after another is summoned by the VOICE, majestic figures 
clad in hues of gold and amber, pearl and silver, wearing starry 


crowns. 


VOICE 


Come forth to festival, O shining host! 
Ye ministers that do the Holy Will! 
Archer (Enter Sagittarius, bearing bow and arrow.) 
whose glistening shaft no more shall kill! 
Fierce Hunter (Enter Orion, belted and sworded.) 


from whose falchion fades the boast! 


[ 21 ] 


Bright Watcher (Enter, as armed sentinel, the North 
Star.) 
steadfast at thy lonely post, 
Waiting that hour when good shall vanquish ill. 
Fair Pleiades (Enter six maidens in a sisterly group.) 
whose hearts of daffodil 
Make spring in winter! Even the furthermost 
Of all Heaven’s flaming multitudes, 
(Enter more Radiances and more.) 
come hither 
To chant a song whose music shall not cease; 
To plant a Christmas rose that shall not wither 
Even in the shadow of a Cross; to bring 
A vision for Earth’s long remembering; 
To hail the herald of the Prince of Peace! 
(Enter the Star of Bethlehem, a Golden 
Child.) 


Youngest of Stars, our fealty receive. 


(All the Radiances bow down and cast 
their crowns before the Star of Bethlehem.) 
Teach us the glad new song of Christmas Eve. 


STAR OF BETHLEHEM Glory to Love in the highest, 
And on earth, Peace. 


ALL THE STARS Glory to Love in the highest, 
And on earth, Peace. 


Slowly the Stars pass out, chanting the new song, while the scene 
gradually darkens. 


[ 22 ] 


BENONI O mother, mother, mother, did you see 
The Shining Ones, that bowed themselves before 
The Golden Child? 

MOoTHER I saw your face. 

BENONI High, high 
The music mounts. Dear mother, let us be 
As glad as angels! More and more and more 
Their anthem soars. 


MoTHER I hear a lullaby. 

A curtain at one side of the stage is drawn, disclosing the manger 
tableau. 

INVISIBLE CHORUS Glory to Love in the highest, 


And on earth, Peace. 


THE STAR OF BETHLEHEM 


Softly I come into the dance of the spheres, 
Into the choir of lights, 
New from my nest in God’s heart. 
O Night, the chosen of nights, 
Longing and dream of the years, 
Blesséd thou art. 


Golden the fruit hangs on the hyaline tree; 
Golden the glistening tide 
Sweeps through the heavens; the cars 
Of the great mooned planets glide 
Golden; and yet to me 
Bow down the stars; 


[ 23 ] 


Casting their crowns, bright with zonian reigns, 
Under the flight of my feet 
Eager for Bethlehem, 
Thither with music-beat 
Blent of innumerous strains 
Marshalling them. 


Sweetly their chant soars through unsearchable space, 
Quivering vespers that thrill 
Into the deep nocturne, 
Symphony I fulfill, 
I who like Mary’s face 
Wonder and yearn, 


Cherish, adore, keeping the watch above 
The Word made flesh tonight, 
Wonderful Word impearled 
In childhood holy-white, 
Word that is Godhood, Love, 
Light of the World. 


[ 24] 


A MIRACLE STAR 


A miracle star 

Was the star that shone 
On Bethlehem far 
Centuries gone; 

For the baby hands 

Its glad ray kissed 

Laid soft commands 
On that votarist. 

A fountain of gold 

It rose and fell 

In a manifold 

Miracle. 

A starry spray 

It is falling still. 

Who, today, 

Hath a heart to fill,— 
A heart to lift 

Where the child-hearts are 
For the shining gift 

Of a Christmas star? 


[ 25 ] 


THE STAR OVER THE MANGER 


When ivory doors of dawn had shut upon 
That mystic night, the chanting angels gone 
Back to their lonely skies, shepherds who came 
To seek the Child beheld an orbéd flame 


That o’er the manger shone. 


Forsaking those high paths of crystal air, 

The Star of Bethlehem had entered there, 

Content to lose his majesty aloft 

So he might shed gold lights upon the soft 
Silk of a Baby’s hair; 


So he might let celestial lustres fall 

On Mary’s pale young face, the Syrian shawl 

Folding the Child to the Madonna’s breast; 

On Joseph’s hands that in their joy caressed 
The creatures of the stall, 


Those gentle oxen whose glad eyes adored 
The little peachbloom body of their Lord, 
Warming it with the fragrance of their breath. 
Even on the tired ass from Nazareth 

The Star a glory poured. 


Our world still wears, incomparable gem, 

On her wild heart the Star of Bethlehem, 

Forever haloing that group divine, 

Love’s Holy Ones, who in their beauty shine, 
While centuries worship them. 


| 26] 


THREE SHEPHERDS 


Three shepherds returning from Bethlehem 
(White with wonder came up the dawn.) 
Talked of the glory revealed to them. 
(The field was still as a startled fawn.) 


Quoth the lad: ““O Light that flooded the cave, 
Brighter than torches of Herod the King! 
Music! O Music that, wave on wave, 
Broke on our lips and made them sing!” 


Quoth the shepherd whose dreams had come to fold 
In a rough stone hut where love was blest: 
“I saw but a Child whose hair of gold 


Shone like a star on his mother’s breast.” 


Quoth the old, old shepherd: ‘‘Mine eyes are dim; 
I see with the heart what is hidden deep. 

I saw a Shepherd and worshipped him, 
For he goes to give his life for his sheep.” 


Three shepherds returning from Bethlehem 
(The field was still as a startled fawn.) 

Talked of the glory revealed to them. 
(White with wonder came up the dawn.) 


[ 27] 


THE LAME SHEPFIERD 


Slowly I followed on, 
Stumbling and falling. 
All the air sparkled; 
All the air sung. 
Even to my dull heart 
Glory was calling; 
Slowly I followed on, 
Stumbling and falling. 


Great wings arched over me, 
Purple and amber; 

Night was all color, 

Night was all gleam. 

Wearily up the hill 

Needs must I clamber, 
Though wings arched over me, 
Purple and amber. 


Proudly the chorus pealed 
While I was panting. 

Winds were all music, 

Voices all praise; 

Brooks, birds, the waving trees 
Joined in the chanting; 
Proudly the chorus pealed, 
While I was panting. 


[ 28 ] 


Late came my aching feet, 
Late to the manger; 

All slept in silence, 

All dreamed in dusk 

Under the same dear stars, 
No star a stranger. 

Late came my aching feet, 
Late to the manger. 


Kissing a baby’s hand, 
Painfully kneeling, 

Sweet little drowsy hand, 
Honey of heaven, 

Swift through my twisted limbs 
Glowed a glad healing, 
Kissing a baby’s hand, 

Kissing and kneeling. 


[ 29 ] 


THE DOGS OF BETHLEHEM 


Many a starry night had they known, 
Melampo, Lupina and Cubilon 
Shepherd-dogs, keeping 
The flocks, unsleeping, 


Serving their masters for crust and bone. 


Many a starlight but never like this, 

For star on star was a chrysalis 
Whence there went soaring 
A winged, adoring 


Splendor outpouring a carol of bliss. 


Sniffing and bristling the gaunt dogs stood, 

Till the seraphs, who smiled at their hardihood, 
Calmed their panic 
With talismanic 


Touches like wind in the underwood. 


In the dust of the road like gold-dust blown, 
Melampo, Lupina and Cubilén 

Saw strange kings, faring 

On camels, bearing 


Treasures too bright for a mortal throne. 


[ 30] 


Shepherds three on their crooks a-leap 
Sped after the kings up the rugged steep 
To Bethlehem; only 
The dogs, left lonely, 
Stayed by the fold and guarded the sheep. 


Faithful, grim hearts! The marvellous glow 
Flooded e’en these with its overflow, 
Wolfishness turning 
Into a yearning 


To worship the highest a dog may know. 


When dawn brought the shepherds, each to his own, 
Melampo, Lupina and Cubilon, 

Bounded to meet them, 

Frolicked to greet them, 


Eager to serve them for love alone. 


[ 31] 


THE KINGS OF TRE sEASi 


I 


The Kings of the East are riding 
Tonight to Bethlehem. 

The sunset glows dividing, 

The Kings of the East are riding. 

A star their journey guiding, 
Gleaming with gold and gem 

The Kings of the East are riding 
Tonight to Bethlehem. 


Il 


To a strange sweet harp of Zion 
The starry host troops forth; 
The golden-glaived Orion 
To a strange sweet harp of Zion; 
The Archer and the Lion, 
The Watcher of the North; 
To a strange sweet harp of Zion 


The starry host troops forth. 


[ 32] 


Ill 


There beams above a manger 
The child-face of a star; 

Amid the stars a stranger, 

It beams above a manger; 

What means this ether-ranger 
To pause where poor folk are> 

There beams above a manger 


The child-face of a star. 


THE WELL OF THE MAGI 


The pilgrim on the road to Bethlehem 
Passes a small stone cistern, where the jar 
Still dips 

For water murmuring legend on the lips, 
Legend of how the Magi lost the star 

And found it on the road to Bethlehem. 


The Kings of the East had trusted to a dream 
That drew them on from fiery sands to frost, 

Stil led 

By that strange splendor, but as now they sped 
From Herod’s treacherous eyes, the star was lost. 


The Kings of the East had trusted to a dream. 


[ 33] 


Divinity had vanished from the skies. 

Off their white camels to the ground they slid 
And prayed 

Each to his own forsaken gods arrayed 

In Parthenon or kraal or pyramid. 

Divinity had vanished from the skies. 


The dream had flown, but there was service still; 
And from this well beside the weary road 

They drew 

Drink for their thirsty camels, kings so true 
Their care sustained all bearers of the load. 

The dream had flown, but there was service still. 


Could Magi miss the way to Bethlehem? 
Stooping above the well, their orient star 
They found 

Glimmering within the water’s little round, 
Like God reflected in all souls that are, 

In our dim souls the Star of Bethlehem. 


l 341 


THE THREE KINGS 


Three Kings on three white camels 
Ride where a silver ray 


Their lonely road enamels, 


A lesser Milky Way. 


Through fields of mystic moly, 

Where moth-wings gleam and dnift, 
They ride, amassing holy 

Joy for a golden gift. 


They ride through deserts, glitter 
Of sand and sepulchre, 
Yielding but the bitter 


Treasure of the myrrh. 


Forever, yearning, yearning, 
Though darkness gathers dense, 
The Kings are riding, burning 


Their hearts for frankincense. 


[35] 


EPIPHANY 


“See the golden vessels the camels brought for thee 
All the weary way of desert, steep and shore.” 
But the Baby nestles on his mother’s knee, 
Peeping at the play of sunbeams on the floor. 


“Tut! Is Heaven so simple? Every spice-wind blows 
In this breath that rises from phials costly-sweet.” 
But the Baby’s dimple only comes and goes 
As Mary’s kiss surprises the rose leaves of his feet. 


ALL FEHR. ROAD TO: EGYPT 
All the road to Egypt 


Sang to see them pass, 
The Child asleep in Mary’s arm, 
Old Joseph, shielding them from harm, 
The Angel, beautiful as hope, 
Leading by a twist of rope 

The little, gray-coat ass. 


All the road to Egypt 

Knelt to see them pass, 
The Child’s dear head of haloed gold, 
Madonna’s robe in many a fold 
Of changeful blue like shimmering wave, 
Whose falling grace a glory gave 

Even to the dusty ass. 


[ 36 ] 


All the road to Egypt 
Danced to see them pass, 
Old Joseph’s cloak of cinnamon, 
The Angel’s restless wings that shone 
Green as the trees of Paradise, 
And like some curious, chased device 
A little silver ass. 


All the road to Egypt 
Bloomed to feel them pass, 
So raced the sap in stem and root 
The withered fig tree sprang to fruit; 
The palm and olive bowed their load 
To Mary’s lips; that purple road 
Bore thistles for the ass. 


Still the road to Egypt, 

While the centuries pass, 
Remembers that sweet caravan, 
Mother and Child, their guardian 
Following on staff of sandalwood, 
And serving them in brotherhood 

God’s angel and God’s ass. 


[ 37 ] 


CHRISTMAS AFTER WAR 


Shall misery make mirth, 
Lord of our disbelief > 
What gift of joy has earth? 

Bring me your grief. 


How shall old fables heal 
Our world of woe and sin? 

When you through fable feel 
The truth within. 


There is no guiding star; 

The heavens are black and blind. 
The Magi journeved far; 

So must mankind. 


What singing angels press 

Bright wings down these wild skies? 
Courage and Faithfulness 

And Sacrifice. 


Madonna! Child! Are we 
Shepherds to seek for them? 

Love! Peace! Let your heart be 
Their Bethlehem. 
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NOT THE CHRIST IN THE MANGER 


Not the Christ in the manger, 
Not the Christ on the cross, 
But the Christ in the soul 
Shall save that soul 

When all but love is loss. 
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NAZARETH AND BETHLEHEM 


Nazareth and Bethlehem, 
Bethlehem and Nazareth, 
Villages of Syria, 

Far away; 

Oriental, 

Sacramental, 

Of the spirit or the seeing, 
Of the map or of our being, 


Which are they? 


Sweet rose flesh of Bethlehem, 
Brown young limbs of Nazareth, 
Babyhood and boyhood worn 
By the Word; 

Or indwelling 

Glory telling 

To our immortality 

Secrets that reality 

Never heard? 
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AT NAZARETH 


A Little Child, a Joy-of-Heart, with eyes 
Unsearchable, he grew in Nazareth, 

His daily speech so innocently wise 
That all the town went telling: “Jesus saith.” 


THE HOLY FAMILY 


So sweetly through that humble home 
The nppling laughter went 
That Mary felt the world’s blue dome 


Too small for her content; 


And careful Joseph, while he held 
The boy in grave caress, 

Wist not what tender thrill dispelled 
His workday weariness. 


The crown sat softly, only rings 
Of baby hair agleam 

With lustres dropt from angels’ wings 
And starlight down a dream. 


The thorn-tree was a seedling still, 
And with laughter’s frolic chime 
The Christ-Child did his Father’s will, 


As when, of elder time, 
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A ruddy lad in Bethlehem 
Was keeping sheep and played 
Blithe music on his harp to them 
Before the psalms were made. 


THE ELDER BROTHER 


Sage guardian of a baby group, 
All loved his face in Nazareth, 

The wondering eyes, the grieved mouth’s droop 
When smitten beast drew sobbing breath 
Or sparrow fell in Nazareth. 


Bearing the jar for household need 
To what men now call Mary’s Well, 
His brothers’ keeper, he would lead 
A troop that strove to parallel 
His longer steps to Mary’s Well. 


The jar poised high on that young head, 
Erect beneath its burden light, 

Brought water sweet as wine, she said, 
The mother, served in each home rite 
By one whose love made burdens light. 


When wedding piper paused to play 
For children dancing in the street, 
A little sister’s hand would stay 
In his, the while their sandals beat 
The measure up the sloping street. 
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Through olive-orchard, threshing-stead, 
Vineyard and fold and market-place, 
That clustering flock he shepherded, 
A winsome presence shedding grace 
On threshing-floor and market-place. 


But as they grew, he loved to guide 
Their springing footsteps far from home, 
Showing them where the wild bees hide 
Their treasury of honeycomb, 
And how the foxes dig a home. 


At Mary’s bidding thyme they sought, 
Cummin and mint; the furtive thorn 
‘Those emulous brown hands he taught 
To pluck for fuel, nor be torn 
In matted growths of small gray thorn. 


He had a balm for every hurt, 
Unconscious leech whose healing touch 
Made pulses buoyant, nerves alert 
With vivid bliss of being, such 
The virtue of his healing touch. 


When on some dawn of festival 
He led, a stripling, o’er the hills 
James, Joses, Simon, Juda, all 
In eager line, their boyish wills 
Were one with his on those green hills. 
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These were his first disciples, these 
The first to hear his parables; 

And close they pressed upon his knees 
In palm-tree shade and limestone cells 
To puzzle out his parables. 


Sown seed, lost sheep, the branching vine, 
The very tares were wise for him; 

The more familiar, more divine, 
As if through all things poor and dim 
Essential glory shone for him. 


From Endor’s caves to Naboth’s wall 
He led, and on to Tabor’s cone, 

Where once he bade them wait his call, 
Climbing the steeper path alone, 
Dreaming strange dreams on Tabor’s cone. 


He gazed upon the skies and earth 
Inscriptured with his Father’s name, 

Till wondrous consciousness had birth, 
While lilies glowed like altar-flame 


In worship of his Father’s name. 


And silent were the brothers when 
By those hill paths of Galilee 

They homeward sought, they who, as men, 
Must make their choice to friend or flee 


The heretic of Galilee. 
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As on the eyelids of the blind 
They felt and comprehended not 
A light, a splendor undefined, 
And searched the skies for chariot 
Of fire, and comprehended not; 


For there rose only, crystal-sharp, 
The glistening crest of Lebanon; 
But still the wind was as a harp 
Playing before a king upon 
More radiant throne than Lebanon. 


Fair in the doorway Mary stood 
With wistful eyes as mothers’ are 
Which yearned on all that brotherhood, 
But poured their prayer on him, the star 
Of such sweet hopes as mothers’ are. 


And lo! she wept for grief and joy 
To see him changed like Aaron’s rod, 
For the white spirit of her boy, 
Quickened by the indwelling God, 
Had budded forth like Aaron’s rod. 
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EY Fil TOP 


To this hill-top 

Above the fair white town of Nazareth 

How he loved to climb for vision, while the waiting years went on, 

God’s young carpenter, whose hammer beat a music through the 
labors 

Of old Joseph’s workshop! Here the wing-poised eagles were his 
neighbors; 

Here upon his lifted forehead blew cool winds from Lebanon. 


From this hill-top 

Above the gardens of sweet Nazareth 

To the east his rapt gaze rested on the Lake of Galilee, 

Girdled by proud cities, orchards, flecked with sails of myriad vessels, 
Nestling in its green hill-cradle even as today it nestles, 

Though its glory is departed save for One who loved that sea. 


From this hill-top 

Above the olive groves of Nazareth 

Watched he on the northern highway endless lines of camels pass, 
Camels rocking under burden of Greek marbles, many-tinted 


Shafts of granite from Egyptian quarries, ivories, unstinted 


Wealth of all the world for Herod’s building of Tiberias. 


From this hill-top 
Above the clustered roofs of Nazareth 
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To the west he looked on Carmel gleaming like an amethyst bar, 

‘Mount of God,” the “Holy Headland,”’ saw the silver shipping 
ride on 

The Great Sea from curving Acre to the coasts of Tyre and Sidon, 

Till the sunset looped its tabernacle curtains star by star. 


From this hill-top 

Above the slant wheat-fields of Nazareth 

South he saw the fatal Kishon wind across the Battle Plain 

Of Esdraelon soaked with blood of ancient wars; saw fitful flashing 
From the shields of Roman cohorts out on Herod’s errands, crashing 
Down rebellion, till the afterglow made all one crimson stain. 


On this hill-top 

Above the synagogue of Nazareth 

He could feel like hawk wings beating wildly in the sky’s blue dome 
Prayers for the Deliverer promised, royal root of David, Lion 

Of the tribe of Judah, turning the captivity of Zion, 

Casting forth the foreign tyrants, calling scattered Israel home. 


From this hill-top 

And down its thymy slope to Nazareth 

As he wended toward the vine-clad home of Mary, frolicsome 
Children ran to meet him, coaxing on his shoulder to be lifted, 
Notes of festal flute and timbrel from his neighbors’ doorways 


drifted, 
And the joy of life leapt in him, for his hour was not yet come. 
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INTO THE DESERT 


Into the desert he went west of the Jordan, 
Stripling light on his feet as the swift gazelle, 
Carrying loaves in his scrip for his wild cousin 
Vowed in the waste to dwell. 


Scorpion, viper, lizard softer than shadows 
Slipped from his path as the moonlight lured him on, 


Gorge after gorge, till at last against the sunlight 
Stood the Nazarite, John, 


Like a bronze image, a statue of the desert, 
Swarthy and shaggy, huge limbs mighty to dare 
Ravenous lions of Moab, black locks blowing, 


Mantle of camel’s hair. 


Sensing a presence, he wheeled, the dawn yet dazzling 
Eyes that a fiery longing seemed to scorch, 
As if the spirit within had been enkindled 


Into a burning torch. 


“To, from thy mother Elizabeth sweet greeting.” 
“Stones are my mother until my task be sped.” 

“Finest of wheat for thy mouth her old hands kneaded.” 
“Cast to the beasts that bread.” 
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Stern as a crag stood the anchorite while yellow 
Jackals stole forth from their somber dens to feed; 
Gone was his guest save for footmarks faintly printing 


Patches of pungent weed. 


Then like a vehement storm of Syria crashing 

Out of the calm, by rebellious anguish speared, 
Fiercely he flung himself on those fading footprints, 
Tearing his savage beard. 


Parched as his skin was his heart, void as the desert, 
Lost that youth of his, wasted where only dwells 
Silence, save hideous laugh of the hyenas 


Mocking the caravan bells. 


Far off, at rest in a great rock’s folding shadow, 
Fed by honey wild bees still gather and press 
Into its crevices, Jesus heard his lonely 


Cry in the wilderness, 


Pitied and poured over the solitude glory. 
John’s hot eyes had a vision of cloudy wings 
Shedding down on those desolate rugged spaces 
Paradise colorings. 
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A STRANGER IN SCYTHOPOLIS 


Eager he wandered the streets of Scythopolis, 

A Hebrew youth, with the dust of twoscore miles 
Staining his sandals, dark eyes dancing with bliss 

Of beauty,—arches and pillars and peristyles, 

Porticos, domes and many an edifice 

Noble in line and color. And ever the passers-by turned 
And spake with him tll their hearts within them burned. 


Simple his words, sounded with rustic burr 

Of the Galilean, but he was himself the Word 

Of God’s own joy, and each leaf-crowned reveller 

Moved on to a music in heart he had not heard 

Since, a child, he ran with the wind. The sophister, 

Even the cynic whose sneers had beaten on life like whips, 
Marvelled to find sweet laughter on their lips. 


Beggars that crouched in the streets of Scythopolis, 

Lean hands plucking at togas that swept them by, 

Let pass his scrip too humble for avarice, 

But it fed them with fruits as in limitless supply, 

Figs, dates, olives, that thrilled the paralysis 

From spirit and nerve till, arising, the happy lame walked free, 


Till the bewildered blind cried out, “I see!” 


Before a sculptured Diana in Parian 

Marble the prentice carpenter drew quick breath 
Of rapture. From her litter a courtesan 

Beheld him standing like one that worshippeth 
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And cowered back on her perfumed pillows, wan, 
Smit by the silver shaft of chastity. Over him flew 
Doves like a halo of wings against the blue. 


Why were forbidden the streets of Scythopolis, 

Wondered the young Nazarene as he lingered in them. 

Were not Beauty and Mirth the angels of this 

City more splendid than holy Jerusalem? 

He knew by the Voice within him that not amiss 

Had he done that day in seeking the glories of Roman and Greek, 
Though he knew not yet that to him should the Gentiles seek. 


THE HOME-COMING 


The Roman net grips land and sea; 
Roman hearts are stones; 

And on many a hill of Galilee 

Shudders the bitter felon tree 


Whose fruit cries out and moans. 


“Set forth the supper,” bade Joseph; 
“Ts not the day far spent?” 

Weary he came from his workshop, 
His heavy shoulders bent. 
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One daughter spread the rich-hued mat 
And brought the wooden tray; 

Another poured water on his hands 
From a cruse of tawny clay; 


Another fetched the stoup of wine 
And the thin round cakes of bread, 


The dish of herbs and the cheeses, 
And after the prayer was said 





James and Joses and Simon 
Around the tray with him 

Sat on their heels like Arabs, 
While Juda ran to trim 


The lamp and see that the floating 
Wick on the oil burned clean, 

For he might not sit with the men-folk 
Till his years had touched thirteen. 


But our Lady Mary tarried, 
Leaning out over the sill 

Of the door till she heard the steps she loved 
Climbing Nazareth hill. 


“Welcome, my Ever-Truant, 
My Slip-away-under-the-Stars! 
Have you brought me fresh rose-laurel 
For the mouths of our water-jars>”’ 
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But the face of the World’s Desire 
Was pale as a poplar leaf; 

The young face framed in the open door 

Was wan and wild as never before,— 
A face acquainted with grief. 


“You are long away,” quoth Joseph, 
But his tone might not condemn 

The firstborn son of his household, 
Remembering Bethlehem; 


““We have labored from dawn to even 
With many a fruitless wish 
For our master-carver, yet sit at board 


And dip your hand in the dish.” 


Stull Jesus stood in the doorway, 
His eyes dark pools of pain; 
Muffled in purple cloak, he seemed 
The shadow of a dream that dreamed 
Divinely and in vain. 


His sisters drew off his sandals 
And washed and dried his feet, 
While his touch on their bowed heads blessed them 


For their service deft and sweet. 
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“There is blood on his sleeve,” cried Simon; 
But Joses laughed: ‘Such flings 

The knife when it cuts a creature’s throat. 

He has chanced on the slaying of sheep or goat, 
He who sickens at common things.” 


“Nay,” chided James upspringing, 

Leal Brother of our Lord; 
**He has met the men of Herod the Fox 
Hunting the rebels from out their rocks. 


O Galilee under the sword!” 


“Have they hurt you>”’ sobbed little Juda, 
“Hurt you whom the smallest bird 

Will not flutter away from>’’ But Jesus 
Answered never a word. 


How could Love find speech for the horror 
No beauty should henceforth hide? 
How could Pity forevermore forget 


Those feet he had kissed, still red and wet, 
Of a young Jew crucified? 
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EX ORIENTE LUX 


Brown were the feet, 

Burned by the Syrian heat, 

That wistful Mary with the nard anointed 

Till all the house was sweet; 

Such feet as yet 

Beside the Sea of Galilee are met 

On those sad shores whence rises, heavenward pointed, 
Only the minaret. 


Those hands were brown 

That wrought in Nazareth town, 

As brown hands there today the white walls fashion; 
Hands that drew down 

—O piercéd hands!— 

Blessing for far-off, undiscovered lands. 

Within the shelter of their wide compassion 

The pale-faced Gentile stands. 


Out of the East 

The Light came and increased 

Upon the skies till our dim West was litten. 

Guests at the feast, 

Our pride of race 

Smiteth a holy face, 

That young, dark face by Roman soldiers smitten. 
Christ mend us of his grace! 
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LISTENING 


Growing in wisdom and in stature, oft 

Must he have wondered what life was to be, 

What fruit would come of that slow blossoming 
Among the working folk of Galilee. 

Strange his replies to Mary, as aloft 

On the roof he helped her spread the stalks of flax 
While her wistful voice would tell the woes of Israel, 
Mary believing she had borne a king. 


He hearkened all his mother’s words, but they 

Were less and less in cadence with the tide 

Of thought that pondered what the years would bring. 
He sought the synagogue whose Rabbis tried 

Vainly to answer him, and day by day 

He pored upon the parchment scrolls of the Law 
And of the Prophets, stored in carven chest with hoard 
Of robes and veils and many a precious thing. 


Oft slept he on the hills, wrapt in the fold 

Of his mantle, waking now and then to see 

Grand constellations through the midnight swing, 

Tracing upon the darkness legends he 

Would half remember, scriptures all of gold. 

Dreaming of David, he would hear the harp 

Weaving its wayward charm with the shepherd’s lonely psalm, 
Not the pebble whistling from the champion’s sling. 
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Loving all beauty from those meadow flowers 

That taught their art to oriental looms, 

Iris, phlox, lily, tulip, carpeting 

Valley and hill with many-tinted blooms, 

Up through the changeful grace of sun and showers 
To the soft gloaming with its homing flight 

Of files of pelicans, the sky’s plumed caravans, 

Stull nature hurt him with a secret sting. 


At Passover he pitied lamb and kid, 

Innocent victims of the solemn feast, 

Torn from the life to which all creatures cling; 

He felt the blows that bruised a plodding beast, 
And tiny agonies green thickets hid, 

Fierce claws and fangs that pounced on quivering flesh, 
Struggles in cruel snares, bewildered, dumb despairs, 
The flutter, flutter of a broken wing. 


The groan of the creation smote his ear 

Under all music of the wind and rain. 

How could God see what man saw and not fling 
Great arms of Fatherhood about the pain 

Of this his world? So Jesus came to hear 

The call as yet unworded, vague and far, 

Yet ever as he grew in grace more clearly knew 
That his adventure must be suffering. 
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UP FROM THE JORDAN 


That pealing voice! Oh, was it from the air 

Or in his soul > 

What had he done 

In years of humble toil that Heaven should care? 
The words shone round him like an aureole, 

A resonance of sparkling syllables, 


Beloved Son! 


He had not buried youth within the wild 
Deserts of rock, 

Like John for whom 

There fell no sudden glory as on child 
Blest of a father; his a woman’s mock, 
Shackles for feet that had outraced gazelles, 
A dungeon doom. 


But for the carpenter of Nazareth 

The skies were rent. 

As wings of dove 

White light enfolded him. He drew the breath 
Of his divinity in thy descent, 

Spirit in whom eternal Godhood dwells, 

Spirit of Love. 
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TEMPTED 


Into the wilderness 

Straightway our Lord was driven of the Spirit; 
Swept by that stress 

Of rapture, sun and stars were but one shining 

Till forty days had passed 

And, Son of Man though Son of God, he hungered. 


Why should he fast 

With power to make stones bread; why fear, with succor 
Of angels at his call; 

Why fail, when all the world was to his Father 

A golden ball, 

One out of many, but a little present 


For a Belovéd Son> 


Ecstasy, faint with its own bliss, encountered 
The scorpion 

Of self, love’s enemy. For love is holy 

In loving; love is safe 

Only in saving; love, despised, rejected, 

The world’s white waif, 

Needs nothing that this earth can give of glory, 
For love dwelleth in God. 


So Christ’s immortal rose above his mortal 


And on it trod. 
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IN GALILEE 


Erect in youthful grace and radiant 
With spirit forces, all imparadised 
In a divine compassion, down the slant 
Of these remembering hills he came, the Christ. 


Should not the glowing lilies of the field 
With keener splendor mark his footprints yet 
—Prints of the gentle feet whose passing healed 
All blight from Tabor unto Olivet? 


THE RISING TIDE 


The roads are choked with feverous hordes; men bear 
Their sick in litters; children lead the blind; 
The Roman charioteers lash out but grind 

Slow passage through the crush, for long despair 
Flowers into faith. All pain and grief and care 
Beset the Son of David. Every kind 

Of human woe beats like a rushing wind 

In violence and vehemence of prayer 

Upon the Healer. Yet ’tis no king descends 
Throned on a golden sun with purple cloud 

For canopy. Clad in the simple dress 

Of Galilee, her fishers for his friends, 

A young man looks upon that craving crowd, 
Maimed multitudes, with troubled tenderness. 
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ALONE INTO THE MOUNTAIN 


All day from that deep well of life within 
Himself has he drawn healing for the press 

Of folk, restoring strength, forgiving sin, 
Quieting frenzy, comforting distress. 


Shadows of evening fall; importunate still 

They throng him, touch him, clutch his garment’s hem, 
Fall down and clasp his feet, cry on him, till 

The Master, spent, slips from the midst of them 


And climbs the mountain for a cup of peace, 
Taking a sheer and rugged track untrod 
Save by a poor lost sheep with thorn-torn fleece 


That follows on and hears him talk with God. 


THE FUGITIVE 


The synagogue waxed hot with wrath to hear 
His words of grace. 

Should this young carpenter usurp the place 

Of reverend Rabbis, quote the Law to fleer 

His native city > 

Hustle him to the brow 

Of the hill and cast him down! No kindred now 
Shall succor him, no plea of neighbor pity. 
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Wind-footed, folded by the dusk, he slipped 

Their murderous hold. 

From their bewildered faces, venom-lipped, 

He vanished as a cloud into the gold 

Of sunset, weeping 

Under those clamorous jars 

Of hate that bruised his loving heart, yet keeping, 
As far he fled, his eyes upon the stars. 


DESPISED AND (REJECTED 


Homeless! 

The Living Bread 

Hungered 

While all beside were fed. 

To their warm holes the foxes ran, 

Birds flew to nest when the west was red, 
But the Son of Man 

Had not where to lay his head. 


Open Door 

Henceforth for all 

Hungers, 

Hearth and Banquet Hall 
For hurt and loneliness is he 
Thrust from Nazareth to roam 
Vagabond of Galilee, 


Who is every outcast’s Home. 
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JOANNA THE WIFE OF CHUZA 


SCENE: An open court of Roman fashion in the house of Chuza 
near Herod’s palace in Tiberias. Joanna, hurrying through the 
court, is checked by the entrance of Chuza. 


CHUZA_ So you are home again! And by the head 
Of Jupiter, my lady, none too soon. 
If but a whisper came to Herod’s ears 
That the wife of his chief steward was so lost 
To sense of a becoming dignity 
As to have joined that group of giddy women, 
Shirkers of household duty, who tag on 
From town to town after their comely prophet, 
Disgraces to their husbands, trulls and truants, 
Disreputable hussies 
JOANNA As Susanna? 
CHUZA You interrupt me. Umph! As for Susanna, 
Let her own lord rebuke her, if he chooses; 
Restrain her, if he can. A noble matron, 
Though indiscreet in this. 
JOANNA And there are others 
No less esteemed who follow him. 
CHUZA . Not many. 
I keep shrewd watch, an officer of Herod. 
A few there are hysterically babbling 
That he has healed them of diseases. Twaddle! 
Those gentle dames have lost their nervous whimsies 
By the exchange of litters for tough sandals. 
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Climbing these hills and resting in these rushes, 

Our aromatic rushes of Gennesaret, 

Brought healing to them, not a strolling leech. 

But you know well the women of his train 

Are mostly humble folk and credulous,— 

Nay, worse. What if your robe, my wife, should brush 

Mary of Magdala! 
JOANNA O husband, now 

Her robe is white, cleansed in repentant tears. 
CHUZA Truce to your folly! I know Magdala, 

Bold, gaudy Magdala with its Tower of Dyers 

Whose eighty hues can not out-tint its gardens; 

The roofs of its three hundred shops a-flutter 

With irised pigeons, sold for sacrifice. 
JOANNA Poor innocents! The Master will not buy them. 
CHUZA There are no innocents in Magdala. 

Now once again I ask you, is it fitting 

The wife of Herod’s steward should be seen 

In such a rabble trailing on like sheep 
JOANNA Who know their shepherd’s voice and follow him. 
CHuzaA_ A flock of women! There are sneers and slurs——— 
JOANNA Oh, think no sacrilege, mine honored lord! 

Those who say the Master hath an unclean spirit 

Blaspheme against the Holy Ghost that fills him 

With the pure grace of love. 
CHUZA It may be so. 

I’m versed in men, as one who hires servants 


For Herod’s household needs to be. I’m keen. 
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He looks not like a satyr. If a wizard, 
A dealer in white magic. If deluded, 
Not consciously deluding. I read faces. 
His face—it is a dreamer’s. 
JOANNA You have seen him? 
Oh, you have heard him! And have never told me! 
CHUZA What can I tell you when you are away? 
But yesterday I rode on Herod’s business 
Out from Tiberias past the Horns of Hattin 
And saw about that hill so wild a surging 
Of people that I turned my camel thither. 
A hideous horde it was, by Hercules! 
A mob of desperate demoniacs, 
Foul lepers, sores and palsies, fevers, crutches. 
My very camel snorted with disgust 
As I rode along the fringes of the crowd, 
But even there the wretches clamored so 
With lamentable cries of “‘Mercy on us” 
I caught but phrases and stray sentences 
Of the young Rabbi out of Nazareth,— 
Something about a Jove who has the sky 
For throne and earth for footstool. Something more 
Reached me like such rank nonsense I could not 
Have heard aright,—‘‘Resist not evil.” 
JOANNA Love 
Your enemies, bless them that curse you 
CHUZA Humbug! 
The fellow must have fallen out of Cloudland. 
What knows he of this hard, fierce world I live in? 
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JOANNA 
CHUZA 
JOANNA 


CHUZA 


JOANNA 
CHUZA 


JOANNA 
CHUZA 


JOANNA 


Let smiters smite again! Let cheaters cheat me, 
Chief steward of the Tetrarch, more than once! 
Aha, just let them try it! For my shrewdness 
I was promoted. 

You have your reward. 


I have, but something in your tone offends me. 


Tis only, dear my husband, that a higher 
Service than Herod’s 





There’s no higher service 
In Galilee. When did you lose your wits? 
I lost them but to find them, gentle Chuza. 
I am not gentle. Living with these Romans, 
My words, my manners harden to the temper 
Of steel and iron. Yet I would be just. 
Your prophet’s language struck me as no worse 
Than lunacy. That I should suffer thieves, 
Beggars and borrowers to filch my earnings,— 
That I should make to him who steals my coat 
A present of my cloak! What would become 
Of business? Business! ‘That’s the sacred thing. 
Never man spake like this man. 

I should hope not. 

That ranger of the desert, John the Baptist, 
For all the tossing of his bare black arms 
And cloudy hair had a rude sense behind 
The thunder of his preaching. Grim, cadaverous 


No reed of Jordan shaken by the wind. 
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CHUZA 


JOANNA 


CHUZA 


JOANNA 
CHUZA 


JOANNA 
CHUZA 


So apt a phrase I take it for an echo. 
John, though they say he has a demon, talked 
In good plain fashion, bidding publicans 
Be honest, soldiers decent in behavior. 
And yet he went too far in venturing 
Rebuke on Herod. What though Antipas 
Married his brother’s wife? Do deserts sit 
In judgment upon palaces? 
Is she 
So very beautiful > 
By all the gods 
And goddesses to boot, how should I know? 
The faces of all women are alike 
To me,—save only yours. 
I thank my lord. 
What for? I did not call you beautiful,— 
No language for a wife. But as for her, 
Herodias, her eyes are darting snakes. 
They'll sting the Baptist yet. Might not your prophet, 
Of whom you tell such wonders, set him free, 
The lion caged under Machaerus Castle? 
The Master says the truth shall make us free. 
Faugh! What is needed here is swords, not words. 
I fear for John, though Herod has a sly, 
Reluctant admiration for the man, 
His dour, indomitable prisoner, 
A torch that flares even in the dungeon damps. 
But what is that you’re hiding there? Stand off! 
A basket! Bring it hither. Lift the lid. 
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JOANNA 


CHUZA 
JOANNA 
CHUZA 


JOANNA 
CHUZA 


JOANNA 


CHUZA 


Clusters of raisins, cakes of figs, and bread, 

The whitest of the harvest. Shame upon 

A wife who robs her household for a stranger! 

These dainties from my table you are taking 

To regale that idler who has quit his trade 

To roam from town to village, fed by women. 

I will not have you angry, for I love you, 

And when you frown, sweet husband, I am 
frightened—— 

Poor little bird! 


lest I should love you less. 





That wasn’t the conclusion I expected. 
Your duty ’tis to love me, love and care 
For me, your lord, instead of pampering 
This moonshine shadow with a silver voice. 
We must attend him, husband, for he takes 
No thought of food,—no more than swallows do. 
I’ve seen them busy, skimming flies and gnats 
From air. 

But not providing for the morrow. 
He ever says the life is more than meat 
And that the words he speaks to us are life; 
That God will give us what our bodies need. 
Ay, in this climate where the fresh trees keep 
Their foliage all the year, where oranges 
And figs are ripe ten months out of the twelve, 
Where wheat abounds and oil and wine and honey, 
While as for fish I buy for Herod’s palate 
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JOANNA 


CHUZA 


JOANNA 
CHUZA 


A new variety from every net. 
In such a clime not even fools can starve, 
But on the frozen coasts of harsher lands 
The bubble of his heresy would burst. 
The man’s a poet. 

Is he not the son 
Of David who was happier with his harp 


Than with the crown? I’ve seen the Master stoop 


And pass his hand in gentlest benediction 
Over the scarlet lilies of the field, 

Saying that Solomon in all his glory 
Was not arrayed like one of these. 


What’s that? 


What’s that? Kings put to blush by weeds! 
How of Augustus and Tiberius? 

Warn well your mover of the mob that he 

Is not to bring the names of emperors 

Into his sermons. Crown! I smell sedition. 


Many a rebel of this Galilee 
Has Herod crucified. 


Oh, not the cross! 


Why not? An old, effective medicine 

For insolence. I was sitting yesterday 

With a centurion of Capernaum, 

And as we cooled our wine with ice and snow, 
The frosty dew of Hermon, he was telling 
How in his grandsire’s day one Spartacus 
Led forth a slave revolt so hard to quell 
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Beware! 


JOANNA 


CHUZA 


JOANNA 


CHUZA 


JOANNA 


CHUZA 


JOANNA 


CHUZA 


JOANNA 
CHUZA 


That, at long last victorious, Rome spiked 
Six thousand slaves upon six thousand crosses 
Until these lined the roads of Italy. 
Prating of Solomon! We have a cure 
For arrogance. 
Nay, he is meek and lowly 
In heart. 
And yet he lets fine ladies serve him. 
His yoke is easy and his burden light. 
I will not have it. Oh, the food is nothing, 
But send it by a servant. Ride your stately 
White mule, if you must go yourself, but go not. 
Don’t tarry long. The house is hollow when 
You are not in it, you, its song and sunshine. 
Come with me, dear my lord! Come with me! Fear not 
The wrath of Herod, for his foster-brother, 
Ay, Manaen, comes. 
To spy. 
You would not think it 
If you could see how rapt he stands and listens 
Till the tears rain down his face. Dear lord, come with 
me! 
That dandy Manaen! Tears! The world’s bewitched. 
I’ll to my tablets, make out my accounts, 
And find in ciphering that sanity 
Which, even at this remove, your prophet shakes. 
Come, come! 
Go, go! (Exit Joanna.) 
But didn’t I forbid her? 
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ONE OF THE MULTITUDE 


O Nazarene, we would not be deceived, 

We simple folk who follow, some for the healing, 
More for the loaves, a few for the revealing 

Of God in whom our spirits have believed, 

Even when his cruel world our hearts bereaved 

Of joy, our hearts that bear not even the dealing 

Of wild beast with its prey. Yet mercy, kneeling 
To the Mercy whence it sprang, finds him not grieved, 
The Omnipotent, not grieved enough to end 

Terror and ravage. Gentle Master, you 

Have said he notes the sparrow’s fall. Strange Friend, 
To look and leave them fluttering in the snares! 

Two sparrows for one farthing, five for two 


We purchase. Does it help them that he cares? 
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ANOTHER OF THE MULTITUDE 


I'll ram me through this rabble without ruth 
Of elbow or of shoulder. Pardon, sirs, 

A pupil of the Greek philosophers 

Journeyed from far to question yonder youth. 
Hail, Rabbi! Is your God one more uncouth 
Tribal disguise of Jove’s the Thunderer’s? 
“God is a Spirit and his worshippers 

Must worship him in spirit and in truth.” 
Plato re-born! But this poor populace 

That pounces on your words like pigeons on 
A toss of grain, what comfort can these gather 
From such vague vapor, these who crave a face 
Bent over them from Heaven? ‘The orison 


I heard you teaching them begins “Our Father’”! 
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FATHER Avert your eyes. 


CHILD 


FATHER Shut up your ears. The shameless laugh of them 


CHILD 


YET ANOTHER OF THE MULTITUDE 


The very fellow that I saw yestreen 

Sharing his loaf with dogs! One whimpering cur 
Held up a bloody paw. Without demur 

Twas wrapt in dewy herbs, made whole and clean. 
And you would hold that this mild Nazarene 

Is the Messiah, he whose voice shall stir 

Tabor and Carmel, so the scribes aver, 

To blend their crowns and all that lies between 
Into one summit for the Temple, whither 

He shall go up in majesty, all red 

With Roman blood! Ha, then, saith Zephaniah, 
A crashing from the hills! His wrath shall wither 
Moab to nettles. But your man gives bread 

To outcast dogs. A milksop our Messiah! 


THE FEAST OF LEVI 


(A Pharisee passes with his little son.) 


Those cheating publicans and flaunting sinners, 
The very air with wine and perfume taints. 
But they look so much pleasanter than saints. 


As their false prophet tells his foolish stories! 
Noisy as bulbuls in the willow trees! 
I’m glad the bulbuls are not Pharisees. 
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That gluttonous throng of them, 


PHARISEES 


ScENE: In Jerusalem. A knot of leading citizens before the 
Temple, talking eagerly to an elderly Rabbi of distinguished 
bearing and gracious counienance, beside whom stands 
Nicodemus. 


RABBI 


Is he so passionate? 


PHARISEES (One interrupting another) So insolent— 


RABBI 


NICODEMUS 


RABBI 


Calling us serpents—vipers—sons of hell— 
Asserting we make clean but the outside 
Of cup and platter that within are full 
Of extortion and excess—saying that we 
Are whited sepulchres, fair to the eye, 
But full of dead men’s bones and all uncleanness— 
Naming us hypocrites. 

Nay, verily! 
If we, the preachers and the teachers, are 
Food for derision, where is strength in Zion? 
Oh, who but we stand firm in rectitude, 
The bulwarks of the Temple and the Law? 
Who is this young man void of understanding ? 


He comes, most reverend sir, from Nazareth 


In Galilee. 


But out of Galilee 
Riseth no prophet. Would his ignorance 
Arraign the masters of our Israel, 
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The rulers of the Jews? Does any one 
Of learning and authority accept him? 


Furtive glances turn toward Nicodemus, who is silent. 


PHARISEES (J/nterrupling one another as before) 


SCOFFER 


His following is of the common people 
Whom he incites against us—calling us binders 
Of heavy burdens, grievous to be borne, 

Upon their shoulders—burdens we ourselves 
Touch not with finger—saying we devour 
Houses of widows. 


And the widows too? 


Rapsi (Stroking the rich folds of his mantle) 


Tis but the accustomed clamor of the idle 

And thriftless against those whose industry 

Has heaped up treasure. ‘This unlettered peasant 
May not have heard of our most holy Hillel 
Whom thirst for wisdom drove from Babylon, 
Unworthy city of his birth, to Zion, 

And when he saw the portals of the school 

Could not be entered save by silver fee, 

Our penniless scholar clung outside the casement 
Until one bitter morning he was found 

In the drifted snow beneath. He had been frozen 
Save that his flaming heart defied the cold. 

There is no want, no need, no poverty 

That strenuous manhood may not overcome. 

Who is the father of this agitator? 


[ 78] 


NicobDEMUS One Joseph of the lineage of Abraham 
And David, faithful to the synagogue. 

SCOFFER An upright sire may have a froward child, 
As Vinegar, the son of Wine. 

RABBI If Joseph 
Is a true Jew, his boy was taught a trade. 

NicoDEMUs | His father’s trade. Jesus of Nazareth 
Is deft at carpentry. 

Rass (Looking keenly at Nicodemus) Then let his friends, 
If friends he has, bid him betake himself 
Back to his tools. 

PHARISEES You are too merciful— 
A heretic! Misleader of the people!—- 
A heretic!—Blasphemer !—Heretic! 

RABBI I would condone no heresy, but I learn 
From young Lord Nicodemus that, in doctrine, 
The Nazarene is in accord with both 
Chief tenets of our sect,—our faith in Him 
Whose Name is sacrosanct, not to be spoken, 
And our belief that souls have in their essence 
Immortal vigor and shall live again 
In joy or pain according to the deeds 
Done in the flesh. I hear he has maintained 
In sage dispute against the Sadducees, 
Worldlings and cold agnostics that they are, 
The resurrection of the dead. Heaven save 
Us all from heresy! But this young Jew, 
However touched with wildfire in the brain, 
Was nourished on the manna of our creed. 
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PHARISEE Yet when he preaches in the synagogue, 
It does not sound like ours. 

RABBI And even so 
The manna of the desert had a taste 
Varied to every man’s desire. To one, 
As sweet as honey: savory to another 
As Esau’s venison to ancient Isaac. 
Mar not the Passover with angry minds. 
Howe’er a reckless tongue hath slandered us, 
Remember it is better to be persecuted 
Than persecute. Love peace and still pursue it. 


Observe the Ritual and keep the Law. 


PHARISEES Nay, Rabban!—Rabban, tarry yet a little, 
For it is here the Nazarene most mocks us— 
Affirming ritual is our religion— 
Denying that we follow our own precepts— 
Sayers, not doers—worshipping the letter 
Above the spirit—calling us blind guides— 
Daring to turn us into jest as those 
Who from their wine strain out the gnat but swallow 


The camel. 
SCOFFER Ha! This upstart has a wit 
Almost as bright as mine. 
PHARISEE He hath a devil. 
RABBI It must be silenced, such seditious talk, 


For it threatens overthrow to that fine fabric, 
Our complicated ceremonial. 
We Pharisees, frugal, abstemious, sober, 
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PHARISEE 


RABBI 


PHARISEE 


NICODEMUS 


SCOFFER 


Governed by reason, virtuous in conduct, 
Have patterned life with stern exactitude 
Into a system wholesome, prudent, moral, 
Distinguishing the unclean from the clean. 
And here comes one who tells the multitude 
That not what goes into the mouth defiles 
A man, but evils of the heart that issue 
Forth from the mouth in words. 
We Pharisees 
Fence life with prayer, determining the hours 
To recite the Shemah, lawful in the daytime 
From dawn till the clear light; and in the darkness 
Until the pillar of the morn ascend. 
Besides the Blessings, all the Eighteen Prayers 
Must be said daily. 
Even in this, O Rabban, 

The Galilean still perverts the people, 
Saying our many prayers are ostentation— 
That we love to pray on street corners or standing 
In the synagogues to be thus seen of men. 
He prays no less, but prays in solitude. 
Many a night, O reverend sir, he spends 
Upon the hills in prayer. 

Perhaps he prays 
In Syriac, a language that Sandalphon, 
Who, like all angels, only speaks the Hebrew, 
Can’t understand, and spills it from his censer 
Instead of bearing it up to the Throne. 
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PHARISEES 


RABBI 


PHARISEES 


The man’s a glutton and a winebibber— 
One always hears of him at feasts and revels— 
There’s never a wedding nor a merry-make 
In Galilee but they must have him there— 
He does not keep the fasts. 

Fasting is much 
To be commended, but ’tis not imposed 
By our Mosaic Law save for the Great 
Day of Atonement. 


But, most honored Rabban, 
He eats and drinks with publicans and sinners. 
Only yestreen at Jericho he chose 
Whom for his host but that sly dwarf, Zacchaeus, 
That recreant Jew who for his Roman masters 
Whrings out our tax beneath the very walls 
Of shamed Jerusalem. Avy, to the priests 
This roistermg Nazarene once dared to say 
That the harlots and the publicans shall go 
Before them into Heaven. 


Rassi (With gesture of horror) This to the priests! 


SCOFFER 


PHARISEES 


They don’t forget it. Hle’ll not have to wait 
Much longer for his answer. 


He dislikes 
The very look of us and ridicules 
Our broad phylacteries, our flowing robes 
With their blue fringes—he declares self-glory 
Is all our charity—that we have trumpets 
Sounding before us when we do our alms— 
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RABBI 


PHARISEE 


RABBI 
PHARISEE 
RABBI 
PHARISEE 


RABBI 


SCOFFER 


RABBI 


PHARISEE 


He says we make the gift upon the altar 
More than the altar. 


Yet in all these charges 
I still find no specific violation 
Of law that may allow the Sanhedrim 
To summon him for judgment. 


Hear, great Rabban! 
He disregards ablutions. Lunching with me, 
He did not wash his hands before he ate. 


What did you serve him? 

Nay, can I remember? 
Dried fruits may so be eaten, but not bread. 
This strollmg Nazarene profanes the Sabbath. 
The Law of Moses will not suffer that. 


We are a separate, peculiar people 
Known from the Gentiles by our strict observance 


Of the Seventh Day. 

Ugh! MHaven’t I endured 
Acutest torture of lumbago rather 
Than rub my back within the sacred hours! 
What witnesses have you of profanation? 
True men who will avouch that his disciples, 
If not himself, went through the cornfields plucking 
The ripened ears upon a Sabbath day, 
Fretted them in their palms and blew the chaff off 
And ate. 
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RABBI 


NICODEMUS 


SCOFFER 


To pluck was lawful, but the fretting 
Grains from the ear, the blowing off the chaff, 
These actions would the Great Assembly count 
Equivalent to a reaping and a threshing 
—Capital crime against our law. But power 
Of life and death no longer rests with Jews. 
Time was we would have burned a Sabbath-breaker, 
But now our arm is stayed. Wath the Herodians 
We must take counsel how to hush this voice. 


Oh, reverend sir, not without hearing it! 

By subtle scribes and cynic Sadducees, 

As well as by too many of our own, 

Jesus of Nazareth has been so dogged, 

So spied upon, so goaded into anger, 

So many questions have been framed to trap him 

To his undoing, that his wondrous gospel, 

His new, glad tidings that would free us all 

From smothering husks of dead conventions, blowing 
Like April wind fresh glory into life, 

Life born anew of spirit 





Art thou also 
Of Galilee> 


Rassi (To Nicodemus) My son, deem not that I 


Am moved by malice. You have often heard me 
Repeat the high command of Hillel: ‘‘What is 
Unpleasant to thyself, unto thy neighbor 

Do not.” But when one is called to choose 
Between a single life and public welfare, 
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The choice is clear. Though a highway stone may 
glisten 

With mica, it is still a stumbling block 

And must be shattered. Your fanatic teacher 

Has only words of doubtful import, beating 

Like colored foam against a shore of cities, 

Such massive walls as ring Lake Galilee. 

Shall words survive them? On the one side, order, 

Decorum, an established rule and system 

For seemly life; and on the other, nothing 

But overthrow, confusion, risk and ruin. 

For every prophet—ah! how scant the number!— 

That comes to earth a messenger from Heaven 

Are tens of thousands bred of vanity, 

Or very children of Beelzebub, 

Impostors, rebels, fools. Your carpenter, 

Hot in denunciation of the Elders 

Of Israel, by all the law of chances 

Is but another bubble of wild dreams. 


I go to conference with Caiaphas. 


The Rabbi passes out, followed by the group of Pharisees. Nico- 
demus, remaining behind, notices a woman, humbly but modestly 
clad, who is hurrying by. 


NicopEMus Are you not she who, at the feast of Simon, 


WoMAN 


Amended his scornful discourtesy 
To his chief guest by washing with your tears 
The Master’s feet and anointing them with nard? 


Lord, it was I. 
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NICODEMUS Know then I envy you 
Above all breathers in Jerusalem. 
Your little alabaster box of ointment 
Was comfort to him, but when I shall bring 
Aloes and myrrh in royal plenitude, 
Twill be too late, too late for his forgiveness. 


LAZARUS HIS FRIEND 


“Lord,” flew the word, “‘behold, 

He whom thou lov’st is sick.” But Christ abode 
In that place where he was two days before 

He took the stony road 

To Bethany, foot-heavy and heart-sore 

In all spring’s bravery of green and gold. 


For every wind that sighed 

In the almond blossoms and the olive sprays 
Lamented Lazarus. The violets blue 

Looking through drops of dew 

Were Mary’s eyes lifted in grieved amaze: 
““Hadst thou been here, my brother had not died.” 


Though high intent had held 

Him from their need, though they should yet rejoice, 
These sisters fallen at his tardy feet, 

He could not bear the voice 

Of their keen anguish, howsoever fleet. 

Nay, that dull clay his glowing flesh repelled. 
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The Son of Man, death swept 

His heart with its old horror and he groaned 
In spirit, as he stood before that cave 
Closed with a stone, dim grave 

Where the beauty of the body is dethroned. 
In the glory of God he trusted, yet he wept. 


THE “DISCIPLES 


“Let us go back into Judzea,” the Master 
To his disciples saith, and moves apart 
From their dismayed forebodings of disaster 
To lift a child against his lonely heart. 


“Nay,” blusters Peter, still but half a hero 
And half a coward, who himself should come 
To the martyr’s cross in the cruel days of Nero, 


Peter Apostle, Rock of Christendom. 


And James, the first of all the Twelve to suffer 
Death for the faith, by Herod put to sword, 
Flinches, as if that Zion road were rougher 
Than foot could tread,—*“The Jews will stone our Lord,” 


While John, the younger of the Sons of Thunder, 

Shakes a clenched hand, “Would fire might fall on them!” 
Wrath in those eyes that yet should see the wonder 

From Patmos of the New Jerusalem. 
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Andrew stands dreaming on his earlier leader, 
The Baptist, slaughtered at a woman’s nod, 
John the Forerunner, hailing his succeeder 


Not as the Lion but the Lamb of God. 


Simon the Zealot, too, recalls the smitten 
Hope of his youth, that fiery chief in vain 
Rebelling against Rome, and knows it written 
His age shall likewise mourn a captain slain. 


Matthew is puzzled. “After scarce escaping, 
Why seek the murderous mob?” Once publican, 
He knows how Jews can hate a Jew. Still shaping 
A safer course, he ponders plan on plan. 


Bartholomew, in Philip’s salutation 

Nathaniel, weeps, clear soul whom Christ erewhile 
Greeted with welcome like a coronation: 

“An Israelite in whom there is no guile.” 


Philip beside him turns young eyes, now hollow 
With grief and fear, in question on his Lord 
Who from Bethsaida had bidden him follow 


On what adventure? ah, to what reward? 


Thaddeeus, known to Matthew as Lebbzeus, 
Named, too, as “‘Judas not Iscariot,” 

Broods darkly: “‘Has the Master power to free us, 
Even to free himself, from wrath so hot?” 
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And James the Little, who for all men’s jesting 
Could add no cubit to his stature, lifts 

His look from face to face and finds no resting 
Of confidence, though the Iscariot shifts 


His empty money-bag, while slowly courses 
The furtive smile entangled with a frown: 
“Surely this trick Jesus to action forces; 
Once captured, he will call his angels down.” 


Then towers Thomas above them all, debater, 
Protester, doubter, he of faith so dim 

That his fidelity must needs be greater: 
“Ay, let us go, that we may die with him.” 


GOING UP TO JERUSALEM 


Though madly racing Roman charioteers 

Cast dust upon him, still a musing smile 
Played on his lips. “So would my mother hide 
The leaven in three measures of the meal; 

And I have had three years.” He did not feel 
The grit that struck his face. A child beside 
Sweet Mary, loving her brown hands the while 
They hid the leaven. “I have had three years.” 
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JERUSALEM 


Jerusalem, Jerusalem, how oft 
His love had gathered thee beneath its wings 
And thou wouldst not!—Love crucified aloft 
On Calvary, enthroned the King of Kings. 


GETHSEMANE 


There is a sighing in the pallid sprays 
Of these old olives, as if still they kept 
Their pitying watch, in Nature’s faithful ways, 
Sull keeping watch while the disciples slept. 


EASTER 


O Death, where is thy victory over Love? 
Thy worst, the cross of torture, crown of thorn, 
Love took and made exceeding joy thereof, 


Illimitable joy of Easter morn. 
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THE MASTER'S FEET 


Beautiful on the mountains, 
Bruised on the stony street, 
Bathed by tears of gratitude, 
Bleeding on the bitter rood, 
The Master’s feet. 


We who are fain to worship, 

Whose hungry souls find sweet . 
His words, but are slow to understand, 
Follow through love’s holy-land 

The Master’s feet. 
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REVERIES 


PDE i: 


Because the years are few, I must be glad; 
Because the silence is so near, I sing; 
”Twere ill to quit an inn where I have had 
Such bounteous fare nor pay my reckoning. 
I would not, from some gleaming parapet 
Of Sirius or Vega, bend my gaze 

On a remembered sparkle and regret 

That from it thanklessly I went my ways 
Up through the starry colonnades nor found 
Violets in any Paradise more blue 

_ Than those that blossomed on my own waste ground 
Nor vespers sweeter than the robins knew. 


Though earth be but an outpost of delight, 
Heaven’s wild frontier by tragedy beset, 

Only a Shakespeare may her gifts requite, 

Only a happy Raphael pay his debt. 

Yet I, to whom, even as to these, are given 
Cascading foam, emblazoned butterflies, 

The moon’s pearl chariot through the massed clouds driven, 
And the divinity of loving eyes, 

Would make my peace now with mine hostess Earth, 
Give and take pardon for all brief annoy, 

And toss her, far beneath my lodging’s worth, 

Poor that I am, a coin of golden joy. 
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TIME 


They see amiss who picture Time as old, 

A stooping baldpate with his wrinkled hand 
Clutched on a scythe. Not so I understand 
My comrade of a lifetime, who has told 

This listening heart from childhood manifold 
Strange stories of the past, as through the land 
We ran together, while the glad winds fanned 
Back from his forehead locks of youthful gold. 
But these my mortal limbs may not much longer 
Maintain the ardor of his quickening pace; 

I find him ever younger, swifter, stronger, 
Singing no more of strifes and splendors gone, 
But panting for the goal of his great race 


As the importunate vision sweeps him on. 
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BRIEF LIFE 


Brief as the creaming waves that break and run 
Back to the deep, as butterflies that flitter 
From flower to flower, as icicles that glitter 
Their keen defiance to the fatal sun; 

Brief as from tiny breast of cinnamon 

The bluebird’s warble, or the swallow’s twitter, 
This life of ours. Though it be sweet or bitter, 
"Tis but a wing-beat and the flight is done. 

Yet on the lip the billow’s windy froth 

Tastes of the sea; summer is in the call 

Of bird, of airy motion of the moth. 

There sparkles in that fragile crystal lance 

The miracle of light. ”Tis but a glance 

And we are gone; yet the least life holds all. 


THE SPIRIT WEAVETH WINGS 


The spirit weaveth wings 

From earth’s few, fragile years 
For what far journeyings 

Beyond what flaming spheres! 
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THE NEW UNIVERSE 
(N. G. C. 6822) 


Another cosmos, gauze of glimmering lustre 
A million travelling years of light away! 

A shred of cloudy thistledown that clung 

To the bright Archer’s tunic as he slung 

His mighty bow to shoulder! 

Ah, let the arrow in its quiver stay; 

Forbear the slaughter! Let this one far cluster 
Of dancing spheres in ecstasy obey 

The golden music! Let no bitter tongue 
Trouble her peace, no spirit proud and young 
Walk desolate, grown wearier, grown colder! 


We who have forfeited that song of rapture 
Pealed by the seraphs when God smiled above 
His new creation, blessing this wild whirl 

Of circling glories, ruby, amber, pearl, 

Oh, we, so slow at learning 

The difficult simplicity of love, 

We who across the vasts of ether capture 

Our first vague glimpse of you, appalled thereof 
For sheer infinitude, are fain to greet 

You as a sister, lifted on the beat 


Of the One Heart, the deep Eternal Yearning. 


[98 ] 


DOOMSDAY 


Not on some dazzling peak beyond the last 
Familiar star of our dear sky,—not so 

Doth God convict of sin; his nuncio 

No flame-winged angel shivering the vast 
Death-silence with intolerable blast. 
However carelessly our feet may go, 
Crushing his blossoms, sullying his snow, 
"There comes a moment when the soul, aghast, 
Strikes on his condemnation. It may be 

Only a bird’s distrust, a child’s clear gaze, 
The fresh, faint crystal of a dawn whose rays 
Are arrows. ‘Thus he giveth us to see 

Our far-away from love and purity, 


Building his judgment-throne on common days. 
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GREAT LOVERS 


Like carillons their names are chiming yet 

From the ivory towers nor winds nor wars o’erthrow, 
Hero and her Leander; Romeo 

And his red rosebud broken, Juliet; 

Blithe names of Aucassin and Nicolette; 
Tristram and Iseult throbbing heavy woe; 
Sigurd and Brunhild, tones that gleam and glow, 
And tinkling Pierrot and Pierrette. 

Star-music names there are of sweeter lure 
Than even those,—names of Columba, calling 
Wild wings of air and gleaming fins of sea 

To blest Iona; God’s gay troubadour, 

Saint Francis; gentle Woolman, fainting, falling 
Beneath men’s griefs; Jesus of Galilee. 
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“COME UNTO ME” 


We labor and are heavy-laden. Where 

Shall we find rest unto our souls> We bleed 
On thorn and flint, and rove in pilgrim weed 
From shrine to shrine, but comfort is not there. 
What went we out into thy desert bare, 

O Human Life, to see> Thy greenest reed 

Is Love, unmighty for our utmost need 

And shaken with the wind of our despair. 

A voice from Heaven like dew on Hermon falleth, 
That voice whose passion paled the olive leaf 
In thy dusk aisles, Gethsemane, thou blest 

Of gardens. “Tis the Man of Sorrows calleth, 
The Man of Sorrows and acquaint with grief: 
“Come unto me and [| will give you rest.” 


PAIN 


Not where the Hanging Gardens 
Gleamed over Babylon, 

But in the den of lions 
The wings of the Angel shone. 


Far from the feast where princes 
In gold and scarlet trod; 

Through the burning fiery furnace 
Men walked with the Son of God. 
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CELESTIAL PLAYGROUNDS 


Not golden streets 

In the Jerusalem my dream entreats, 

But meadows where earth’s truant children play 
So close to God they hear the music-beats 

Of his glad heart. 

Fullness of joy 

Forevermore shall be their sweet employ, 

For these have brought no stains to wash away. 
Love is their wisdom, love without alloy, 

And love their perfect art. 


Orphans who bore 

War’s cruelties, who knew of life no more 
Than fright and famine, frolic in the sun, 
Or rest among the daffodils before 

The homes they missed. 

Dear, perished pets, 

Dog, pony, kitten no child heart forgets, 
Are found again; the little cripples run 
Races with cherubim, and no tear wets 


A baby cheek unkissed. 


Souls fresh from earth 

Linger upon the fringes of that mirth, 

While from the fair, twelve-fruited trees the thrush 
Answers the harps, as if death were but birth, 
And Heaven a toy. 

And you, who lost 

Your darling, wait to see a bright head tossed 
Above some dancing group, to hear the rush 

Of eager feet, to feel the clasp that cost 

What anguish for what joy! 
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ANGELS 


I, too, have looked on angels, 

The angels of the Lord, 

Not Uriel standing in the sun, 

Nor Raphael whose plumed sandals run 
Upon the winds, nor that holy one 
Nearest the throne, great Gabriel, 

Nor Michael of the sword. 


I saw no wings of angels 

Arched over Palestine, 

Not above Ornan’s threshing-floor 

Where the Wrath was stayed, nor above the sore 
Thirst of the desert where Hagar bore 

Water of life to Ishmael, 


Led by celestial sign. 


Altars, but never angels 
Ascending in the fire; 

Beggars, but not in seraph hold 
Borne skyward; rivers, but no gold 
And bery] of high heralds told 

To show to fainting Daniel 

The end of world’s desire. 


Yet I have looked on angels, 

The angels of the Lord, 

And entertained them unawares, 

Worn men and women, bowed with cares, 
Pilgrims whose patient eyes were prayers, 
Binding rebellious Israel 

With love’s tenacious cord. 
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All quietly God’s angels 

Go lifting hearts that fall, 

Slipping our prison-doors ajar, 

Shining more softly than a star 

Where glooms have been and shadows are, 
Guileless as Nathaniel, 

Undauntable as Paul. 


Saint John beheld glad angels 

At the gates of the jasper wall, 

But I have seen them spent with grief, 
Homeless as wandering autumn leaf, 
Reapers that sink beside the sheaf, 
Yet ever like child Samuel 

Arising at the call. 


Oh, I have looked on angels, 
The angels of the Lord, 

With none believing their report, 
Of the Philistines made a sport, 
Rejected, yet the temple-court 
Of God’s own grace, Immanuel, 
His worship their reward, 
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POR DEEPER LIFE 


Dear God our Father, at thy knee confessing 
Our sins and follies, close in thine embrace, 

Children forgiven, happy in thy blessing, 
Deepen our spirits to receive thy grace. 


Not for more beauty would our eyes entreat thee, 
Flooded with beauty, beauty everywhere; 
Only for keener vision that may greet thee 
In all thy vestures of the earth and air. 


The stars and rainbows are thy wondrous wearing, 
Sunlight and shadow moving on the hills; 

Holy the meadow where thy feet are faring, 
Holy the brooklet that thy laughter fills. 


Not for more love our craving hearts implore thee, 
But for more power to love until they glow 

Like hearths of comfort eager to restore thee 
Hidden in human wretchedness and woe. 


In souls most sullen thou art softly dreaming 
Of saints and heroes wrought from thy divine, 
Pity and patience still the lost redeeming. 
Deepen our spirits to a love like thine. 
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THOU KNOWEST 


Thou knowest, thou who art the soul of all 
Selfless endeavor, how I longed to make 

This deed of mine, adventured for love’s sake, 
Thy deed—sweet grapes upon a sunny wall, 
A rose whose petals into fragrance fall, 

A glint of heaven glassed in some lonely lake 
Amidst the heather and the fringing brake, 
Our secret—ah, thou knowest. Though it call 
Only for pardon, still to thee I bring 

My poor, shamed deed that craved the beautiful, 
To thee, the Master-Artist, who alone 

Wilt of thy grace see in this graceless thing 

The pattern marred by the imperfect tool, 


And know that dim, wronged pattern for thine own. 
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ECCO IL SANTO 


Seven centuries are counted 
Since the soul of Francis mounted, 
Led by Sister Death, the stair 
To those Paradises where 
Holiness is debonair. 

Should he come again today, 
Singing down the starry way, 
Troubadour of God, the Lark 
Of Assisi, would he hark 
Happier laughter than he knew 
When his carols shook the dew, 
Under skies Madonna-blue, 
From the twinkling olive trees? 
Oh, unshriven Centuries, 

Fall before him on your knees! 


But the Centuries stand proud 

As Saracens, their heads unbowed. 
“Friar, cord your faded gown; 

Take your barefoot jog from town 
On to town, as legend tells, 

And adore our miracles. 

We have made man lord of things; 
Given him force that far outflings 
Giant fables; given him wings; 

Given him eyes that pierce like spears 
The farthest flecks of light, and ears 
That listen across hemispheres. 

Marvel still on marvel follows. 
Trudge along and preach to swallows.” 
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Like the Star of Bethlehem 

Friar Francis smiles on them. 

“So my Lady Poverty 

Dwells no more on earth>”’ saith he. 
““And my Brother Sun’s glad glances 
See no longer battle lances 

Foam with blood? Old Craft and Greed 
Do not gorge on cruel need 

Of their fellows? Life is freed 
From fear, for robbers cease to go 
On dark errands> ‘There is no 
Wolf to trouble Gubbio > 

Trust assoils the wolfish heart 

Of its sin and of its smart?” 


Challenged by that Capuchin 
The Centuries go phantom-thin 
Till their waning gold is gray 

As his worn frock. Melting away 
Like sails on the horizon, they 
Glimmer ghostly and are gone; 
But the Dream glows on and on 
In new dawns forever breasting 
Fresh adventure, ever questing 
Up the sky for purer day. 

Time shall yet to Francis pray: 
“Father, of thy courtesy 

Print thy mystic wounds in me 


That I bleed and burn until 
Life shall do Love’s perfect will.” 
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TRAVELS IN PALESTINE 


APOLOGY 


’Tis wonder and ’tis jovfulness. 
’Tis lift of soul on wings divine, 
Yet inconveniences assess 


A pilgrimage in Palestine. 


In memory the glories shine. 

On duller moods how often press 
The wonder and the jovfulness, 

The lift of soul on wings divine! 


Oh, dirt and dudgeons we confess, 
But hours outpricking porcupine 
For small vexations were no less 

Lit by a radiance from the Shrine; 
So would I weave in one design 

Of varying verse the fret and stress, 
The wonder and the joyfulness, 
The lift of soul on wings divine. 
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FIRST VIEW OF THE HOLY LAND 


Faint in the pearly dawn, a silver line 

It gleamed upon the sea; our hearts were there 
Before our vision, your dear heart and mine, 

And every face about us was a prayer. 


CARMEL 


Long, level mount in purple fold on fold 
Of shadow, with the rainbow arch above. 
In lieu of Egypt’s burning blue and gold, 
Low, tender skies of sorrow and of love. 


HASCHIM 


Haschim! Oh, our Nubian 

Dragoman, 

Complaining he has had 

A bad 

Season on the Nile 

With stingy parties whom he will revile 
And suavely then discuss 


His hope of making something out of us! 
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His Turkish red tarboosh is wound 
Around 

With yellow turban vast. 

Once past 

The ports, not even pride 

Can European pantaloons abide, 

But gaudy robes enfold 

Egyptian legs against the Syrian cold. 


Son of Mohammed’s holy line, 

In sign 

Of that descent he may 

Array 

His head in turban green, 

But his chief glory lies in keeping clean 
His beautiful white shoes, 

Envy alike of Moslems and of Jews. 


Haschim of the twinkling eyes 

Age-wise, 

Serving our gypsy meals 

As he kneels 

And proudly bids appear 

From his bunch of small white bags the viands queer 
And with complacent shrugs 


Sets them on rock whereby he spreads our rugs! 
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To us so mild and cherishing, 

He’ll swing 

A furious staff to crack 

The back 

Of an importunate 

Cripple, or lepers at the city gate 
Reaching to clutch our dress 

And show their sores of livid ghastliness. 


Crises of tourist travel find 

His mind 

Serene. “Push to the rail 

And hail 

A boat. They’ll all be gone.” 

But unconcerned his chocolate face looks on 
Until the last boat fills. 

“These things, my lady, are as Allah wills.” 


THE LACRYMAL 


Do you remember how, as we were standing 

In Nazareth, beneath a sunset sky, 

By Mary’s Well, watching the comely women, 
Brown children clustered round them, at their filling 
Of the russet water-jars, some lads drew nigh, 

Gay in the scarlet fez, and one saluted, 

Lifting to our survey an earth-stained vial, 

A slender tube of green glass curled and twisted, 
With smile and gesture coaxing us to buy? 
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How Haschim pounced upon it like a falcon, 
Gold sunset angels forming rank on rank, 
Held it against that radiance and squinted, 
Handled it with acute, appraising fingers, 
Scoffed at the boy in Arabic, then sank 

His voice, accosting us in secret English, 
Named it a Roman lacrymal, an honest 

Find from the hills, once fretted with rich villas, 
And bought it nonchalantly for a franc? 


He chuckled: “Would have cost a pound in Cairo,” 
Nor could our doubtful silence disallow 

His triumph, though a Nazarene, a dealer 

In genuine and faked antiques, who joined us 

On the climb townward, eager to avow 

His Christian fellowship, disdained it, asking 

In Haschim’s rendering: ‘“‘How much you pay for 
That little devil thing? You have been cheated, 

For there be plenty more under the plough.” 


*““How much you make him worth?” asks anxious Haschim, 
While the day’s heat gray doves of shadow eased. 

“Five franc,” he shrugged, “but bring your Christian ladies 
To me, for I would give them gifts.” The Moslem 

Groaned, rubbed his twinkling eyes and almost squeezed 

A tear into the lacrymal. ‘‘Bad cheated 

Are we. Six franc we paid.” “‘Haschim, we didn’t,” 
‘“‘What matter? By and by we come to bargains, 

So I say this to please him. Him much pleased,” 
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TOO FAR 


As we strolled up from Mary’s Well, 
Fronting two hills that had perhaps the reach 
Of a mile between their crests where each 
Leaned to the other, from the roadside slipped 
A Syrian eager-lipped 

His wares of local history to sell. 

The rustic Arabic old Haschim heard 

With eastern gravity. The Nazarene 
Gestured toward us. With an incredulous lift 
Of Moslem shoulders, Haschim half demurred, 
Then yielded, turning to us with the mien 

Of a father telling children, after pause 

To adjust his ethics, tales of Santa Claus. 
“This Christian want a gift. 

He say your prophet Jesus—I don’t know— 
When Jesus boy, he would a-jumping go 
Way from that hill to that. Uh! Maybe so, 
And maybe backshish. If my ladies are 
Wanting me give piastres, I give few, 
Because his little story pleasures you, 

But only few. That jump—it is too far.” 
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BY THE SEA OF GALILEE 


Only a blot of gray, 

It heaves with sudden swell, 
Warning all boats away. 

Only ghost outlines tell 

Its guardian hills hold place. 
The ten shore cities fell 

So long ago small trace 

Is left of all their pride, 

Their arched and pillared grace. 
Only strewn stones that hide 
In thistle, nettle, earth, 

Stull testify beside 

These waves of ancient worth, 
Now nullity and dearth. 


Where are Chorazin’s walls 
And her columned synagogue 
Of Corinthian capitals? 
Scattered about the bog 
Fragments of carven blocks 
Are trampled by wild hog 
And meagre, muzzled ox. 
Bethsaida>? A waste 

Of black basaltic rocks 
Dishonored and defaced. 
And thou, O deaf and dumb 
When Christ thy fair streets graced, 
What utter woe is come 

On thee, Capernaum! 
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PALM SUNDAY 


A pale light stealing through the rainy sky 

Like peace through sorrow, comforting the eye 
On our Palm Sunday, wayworn pilgrims three, 
Beside the lonely lake of Galilee 

—DMost blest of lakes, whose hush remembers yet 
Those multitudes on broad Gennesaret, 

The reaching arms, the cries that still pursued, 

As Jesus sought the mid-sea solitude. 


How oft Mount Hermon in the sunset glow 
Would cleave its clouds, whiter than frosted snow, 
An alabaster altar crowned with fire, 

To worship him, the blind world’s long desire, 
The Christ, a guest in some rude fishing boat, 
Wrapt in his seamless Galilean coat, 

Forspent with healing, drawing heavy breath, 
The Lord of Life who went the way of death. 


And he, on whom our mortal weakness weighed, 
—Even on him, whom winds and waves obeyed,— 
Would peradventure watch, too tired for prayer, 
That splendor vanish into violet air 

As dusk drew over and the stars shone out, 

Until the murmurous ripples, that about 

The rocking keel intoned their timid psalms, 

Were to his slumber like the sound of palms. 
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If then stept soft the sons of Zebedee 

To ease the drooping head on patient knee 

Or coil of nets for pillow, surely they 

Marvelled above the Sleeper, for he lay 

With tender triumph on the dreaming face, 

As of one welcomed by the waving grace 

Of fresh green branches, while their hearts in them 
Burned with impatience for Jerusalem. 


“AND HE SAID, COME” 


In memory of Marion Dutton Savage, Wellesley B.A. 1909, 
drowned in the Sea of Galilee, March 14, 1923 


We did not dream, while gazing on these waters 
Where sinking Peter caught the hand of Christ, 

We did not dream that one of Wellesley’s daughters 
Would through their amethyst doors be paradised. 


Weary she came, spent with unmeasured labors 
For tragic Smyrna’s desolated horde, 

To have a while these hills for healing neighbors, 
These hills whose solitudes refreshed her Lord. 


“Into a ship’”’ she entered, to go over 

Unto Capernaum, as oft he went, 

Across this lake that dimpled like the clover 

In meadows of her childhood’s merriment. 
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Again the swoop of storm, the white waves beating 
Into the boat, distress and terror till 

Christ on the water his disciple meeting 

Bade all the raging of this world be still. 


We did not dream, watching the sunset slowly 
Flush those encircling hills and quiet sea, 

We did not dream our own should make more holy 
This sweetest scene of sacred Galilee. 


TO MOUNT HERMON 


Rememberest thou, while infinite moments flow, 
Snow-mantled mountain, shining 

Exceeding white, a glistening cameo 

Against the lilac dusk in day’s declining, 

That rapt young Nazarene 

Who loved thine ivory sheen? 


An arch ethereal kindling in the dawn 
Didst thou rejoice him, kneeling 

Upon some yellow-clovered hillside, wan 
With prayer and vigil, healing 

From his own weariness 

Men’s vehement distress? 
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Do not thy lustres yet declare what flame 
Of glory on thee shone 

When up thy rocky slope the Master came 
With Peter, James and John, 


When the Son of Man and God 
Thy gleaming summit trod? 


For was it not on thine effulgent height 
The three beheld before them 

Their Lord transfigured into very light, 
The while a cloud drew o’er them 

Ass wandering clouds yet rest 

Upon thy crystal crest, 


Still making transient tabernacles there, 
Sun-woven curtains golden, 

Fair-looped, embroidered veils of purple air? 
Alas! our eyes are holden, 

Nor see what spirits fill 

Thy sanctuary still. 
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IN THE STREETS OF TIBERIAS 


The Holy Land is natural as home. 

With thunderous barks two dogs have charged upon 
A scared black bossy but to find him gone 

Behind his well-horned mother. With an air 

So nonchalant it makes even Haschim laugh 

They check their scamper, nose the soil as if 
Searching for Herod’s bones or coins of Rome 

And saunter by, bestowing not a sniff 

On the cow whose lowered head and truculent glare 
Challenge the world to combat for her calf. 


But turn a corner and we meet a camel, 

A tawny, scrawny beast with green stuff laden, 
Led by an acorn-colored little maiden 

About one seventh his height; or sons of Aaron, 
Fantastic ringlets from their fur caps falling, 
Scrupulous not to tread upon the borders 

Of those gay rugs that suddenly enamel 

The road, as from the minarets the warders 
Of Islam lift that chant the echoes bear on 
Across the East, to prayer the faithful calling. 


Ah, but the children, crying sheesh, a gift, 
While pressing ferns and wilted lily-bells 
And small brown fistfuls of the lakeshore shells, 
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Carved marble chips from tumbled synagogues, 

Even a fragment of a tourist comb 

Into our hands, and then forgetting all 

Their baby bargains in a shy caress! 

Such nestling tousled heads as loved to fall 

Against Christ’s knee! With children and with dogs 
The Holy Land is natural as home. 


ACRE 


We tried to read the guidebook page 
As we drove along the storied shore 
To Acre, how Crusader rage 
Fouled with infidel gore 
This fatal—but a dusty train 
Of camels woke our glee, 
Camels from the desert 
Sneezing at the sea. 
And look at that circle of camels kneeling 
Among the blue jelly-fish, saying grace 
Each over his doily heaped with doura— 
Massacre? Oh, I’ve lost the place. 


“Sixty thousand Christians slain 

By Saracens’ —what a gay bazaar! 
Attar of roses, amber chain, 

Bridle and scimitar, 
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Yellow slippers and amulets, 
‘Tassels of Tyrian dyes, 
Flat cakes and sugar paste 
Carpeted with flies, 
Bracelets, anklets, shawls and sashes, 
Flowered veils for the mystery 
Of a harem face—oh, shut the guidebook. 
Who can believe in history? 


IN RAIN 


Two days driving in rain over lands of perished nations, 
Pallid lands that are populous with ghosts; 
Dim through the silver mist was the waver of gone generations, 
Tremor of spectral hosts; 


Insubstantial armies with lords on elephants riding, 
Trains of captives shackled neck to neck, 
Pictures of ancient agonies still on the air abiding, 
Cities that fell to wreck, 


Throngs of worshippers gashing their flesh to please grim idols, 
Phantom herdsmen and herds, the shadowy shapes 
Of multitudes mourning their dead and dancing their bridals, 
Plowmen and treaders of grapes. 


Even silence seemed but the shell of an outworn clamor. 
Driving on through the rain ourselves we wist 
Only as fugitive gleams on the vague of a drifting glamor, 
Glints of a melting mist. 
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UP TO JERUSALEM 


Up to Jerusalem we went from Jaffa; 

The train was crammed with tourists, drafty, cold; 
Men turned to chimneys, puffing out tobacco 
And more tobacco smoke, till women sickened; 
Touts from the shops of Zion, brown and bold, 
Pressed cards upon us, urging us to visit 

Their shops and buy their rosaries, their albums 
With all pressed flowers of Palestine, their crosses 
Of olive wood, but we were uncajoled. 


We gazed out at the mulberry trees, plantations 

Of lemon, gardens, vineyards, till our train 

Bumped into Ramleh, where our ears were battered 

By guides beneath the windows, bawling items 

Of unassorted lore, taking in vain 

The names of Solyman, the Caliph founder, 

Saladin, Napoleon, until we longed for 

Their warrior wraiths, that made short work of babblers, 
To burst the skies, riders of hurricane. 


Haschim brought oranges and flowering almond 

To solace us, while on our dazed sight rose 

Mud villages forlorn and heaps of ruin 

Above which brooded old, fantastic stories,— 

Ekron, whence two milch kine with mournful lows 
Drew the captured Ark of God forth from the country 
Of the Philistines, with their guilty tribute, 

Gold images of field mice and of tumors, 

The angry Ark’s retort upon its foes; 
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Gezer, the burial mound of seven hushed cities, 

Where from the marbles of the Maccabees 

The spade strikes down through earlier Jewish pavements 
To the town a conquering Pharaoh tossed as dowry 

To his daughter, jewels, seals, and jostling these 

The Canaanitish temple with great vessels 

For sacrifice of babies, till at deepest 

Are found the rude flint weapons of cave-dwellers, 

The shaggy forbears of all pedigrees; 


Zorah, that overlooks the rock-hewn altar 
Whence Manoah’s angel guide went up in flame; 
But here among the rugged hills of Samson 
Walk stories like to ghosts of Hebrew women 
In Moslem veils, as of that sheikh who came, 

A monk in garb, where Christians were at worship 
Within their church, and to its central column 
Gave such a mighty kick the building tumbled 
On him and them, praise to Mohammed’s name. 


So in five hours our puffing train had covered 
Fifty-four miles, by strain and stratagem, 

Dodging the cliffs, when on our startled vision 

Sprang walls and towers. A halt and wild outpouring 
Of passengers, even the German phlegm 

Shattered to frenzy as a fierce banditti 

Of drivers dancing on their perches, lashing 

Their racing horses, whirled us in a tangle 

Of reeling cabs up to Jerusalem. 
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lies HObRy -CLury 


Foursquare it lieth, lofty and alone, 

Within its mountain battlements and steep 
Ravines, where buried Jews and Moslems keep 
Their separate camps of white, sepulchral stone. 
Its towered walls engirdle zone on zone 

Of jealous worship, minarets that leap 

Higher than dome and spire, while sunbeams sweep 
All into one bright cluster, like a throne 

Of many jewels. Buzzing like a hive 

With stir of all varieties of folk, 

All sects that for her holy places strive, 

The city speaketh with a Voice above 

Their wrangle, with his yearning Voice that spoke: 
“The Lord our God is one God. God is Love.” 


THE MOUNTAINS ROUND ABOUT JERUSALEM 


As the strong love of God enfolds his own 

—A\nd who is not his own?—the mountains guard 
Jerusalem, throne after glistening throne, 

Opal and pearl and amethyst and sard. 


And when at times tumultuous rush of rain 
Has blurred them into melting mist, nay, more, 
Blotted them out, their unseen ranks remain, 
Shielding God’s city even as before. 
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AMBASSADOR OF GOD 


In the great Dome of the Rock, the Mosque of Mosques, that rises 
Stronghold of Allah, built, wail the Jews, on the sacred sod 
Where the Temple of Solomon stood, is written the name of Jesus, 


Jesus, “Son of Mary, Ambassador of God.” 


So long from marvel to marvel our infidel feet had shuffled 

In the monstrous saffron slippers by Moslem guardians drawn 

Over our shoes at the threshold,—from the murmurous Well of the 
Spirits 

To the “tongue’’ of the Rock that has spoken but twice in the ages 
gone, 


We had grown callous to fables, but our hearts gave a throb as old 
Haschim 

Stayed us before that gold text on band of broad blue, in odd 

Arabic letters, bowing his knee in Mohammedan homage 


To Jesus, “Son of Mary, Ambassador of God.” 
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THE ROAD TO BETHANY 


Along the hilly road to Bethany, 
That village nigh unto Jerusalem, 
We drove with hearts ashamed, remembering 


The weary footsteps of the Nazarene. 


A road beset by creature tragedy, 
Gray donkeys draped with piteous carcasses 
Bare to the flies and windy dust, descending 


From the slaughterhouse down sacred Olivet, 


Met by the flocks from the city market, journeying 
To that harsh goal of all their trustfulness, 
Patiently plodding for green pasturage, 

Wistfully panting for still waterbrooks. 


One wonders on the road to Bethany 
If death is doom to life, all life, forever, 
Or did he know, who called on Lazarus 


To rise from sleep, what no faith yet imagines. 
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AT THE TOMB OF RACHEL 


A thousand years ere wild Jerusalem, 

Hill fortress of the heathen Jebusites, 

Fell before David, was the requiem 

Of Rachel sung here where the sunset lights 
Shift softly on her tomb, 

As drowsy children stir, 

Rachel for whom 

Jacob served seven years and counted them 
But a few days, so great his love for her. 


In vain their tired herds and caravan 

Of laden camels would the drovers speed 

Onward to Bethlehem, village that ran 

Half down its slope to meet them. Rachel’s need 
Could suffer no delay. 

They pitched a goatskin tent 

Beside the way, 

And there her son was born and there the man 


Who loved her buried her with long lament. 


A blesséd agony was that she bore, 

A happy grave left in the Canaan land, 
For she is Motherhood forevermore, 

A Holiness all pilgrims understand. 

The nomad Arabs bring 

To her their lonely dead 

For cherishing, 

And even so long as parent hearts are sore, 
The voice of Rachel weeps uncomforted, 
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GROTTO OF THE NATIVITY 


With tapers flickering in our hands, we groped 
Our way down flights of worn, uneven stair, 
Still wondering why we came and what we hoped, 

Breathing an alien, incense-smothered air. 


A chapel, marble-walled and marble-paved, 
And at the east, shrine of all nations’ love, 
A silver star set in the floor and laved 
In light from lamps that ever burn above. 


A Russian pilgrim, gray locks floating from 
Fur cap, his wool coat stained by travel far, 
Flung wide his arms in a delirium 


Of worship, fell full length and kissed the star; 


While a child-wife of Bethlehem, the dark, 
High hat neath snowy kerchief proud to bear 
Her dowry in gold bands of sequins, spark 
On spark, rose quietly from murmured prayer 


Beside the manger and, apart, enisled 
In dream of motherhood, made circuit shy 
Of all the grotto, kissed its walls and smiled 
And softly sang a Syrian lullaby. 
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THE HORNS OF HATTIN 


In the gently hollowed stretch 
Of soft green turf between 
The terminal two crags 

Of this long Synan hill 
Cerulean iris sways 

To the fluting 

Of a remembering wind. 


*“When will he come again,” 

The wistful zephyr asks, 

“Forth from the clamoring throngs, 
The clinging hands, to rest 

Amid the azure blooms 

That with fragrance 

Of dew would bathe his feet>’’ 


Lonely, still listening Mount 

Of the Beatitudes, 

Whence Love proclaimed the laws 
Too hard, too beautiful, 

Seed for a Christendom 

Not yet blossomed, 

Only in heavenly bud! 
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GEIMPSES OF EGYPT 





ALEXANDRIA 


The Pharos dark against a dawn whose gold 
Outshone Hypatia’s dream; a sea besprent 

With boats; then palms, and stately figures stoled, 
Red-fezzed, white-turbaned, veiled. The Orient! 


THE DELTA 


Mizraim! patriarchal camel-trains, 
Gray buffaloes by lithe brown boys bestrid, 
Clay villages, and look! beyond the plains 
The silver outlines of a pyramid. 


CAIRO 


The Arabian Nights! a jewel city clad in 
Color and sheen! ‘The latticed harem listens 

To the muezzin’s sweet-toned call. Aladdin 
Rubs life’s enchanted lamp until it glistens. 


THESSPHINX 


Thou Watcher of the East six thousand years, 
Indomitable Hope the sands entomb 

Only to yield again, what have the spheres 
Confided to thee? Thou awaitest Whom? 
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KARNAK 


Marmoreal chaos! wilderness of shrines! 
How pale the melancholy moonlight falls 
On obelisk and column, cut with signs 
Of perished pomps and silent rituals! 


LUXOR 
Amen and Mut and Khonsu, faintly flushed 


On wall and pillar, in vain patience hark! 
Their beautiful brown colonnades are hushed 
Save for soft pipings of the crested lark. 


VALLEY OF THE TOMBS OF THE KINGS 


Pharaohs tyrannical in very death! 

Nature must die with them. No least green thrust 
In all this ghastly vale that compasseth 

Their golden-shrined, imperishable dust. 


ABYDOS 


But where, divine Osiris, gracious Master 

Over the Field of Peace, dread Lord of Doom, 
Beneath these fallen fanes of alabaster 

Is thy mysterious, defeated tomb? 
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PHILAE 
The Pearl of Egypt! Once the Holy Isle 


And now itself a sacrifice. The oar 
Shoves ruthlessly against the dim, drowned smile 
Of piteous gods whose wrath is feared no more. 


OUR VISION 


Where dwell dead gods? Whither did Isis soar 
On her bright vulture wings—the wings that we 
Saw, plumed with sunset, overspread once more 


Her Egypt of the Lily and the Bee? 


THE SECRET NAME 


The caravan is a silhouette 
Of swaying shadow sharply set 
Against the dazzling desert. 


In single file the camels hold 
Their noiseless way over dunes of gold, 
Windblown waves of the desert. 


’Twixt the gleaming sands and the gleaming sky 
Camels trudge till they drop and die 
Under their loads in the desert. 


The prayers of the Bedouins rise like flames 
To Allah’s nine and ninety names, 


Adorable names of Allah. 
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But those humped and rusty camels fleer, 
For deep in their laboring hearts they hear 
The hundredth name of Allah. 


To the beasts of burden, only to them, 
Is whispered the mystical name, the gem 


Of all the names of Allah. 


SUNRISE ON THE NIE 


Though Egypt bows her forehead to the dust, 
Adoring Allah, still her ancient god, 

The Sun-on-the-Horizon, keeps his trust 
And, unbesought, the Nile renews her sod. 


They greet each other in the holy dawn, 
These immemorial deities, whose grace 
Is now, no less than when their temples shone 


With gold, the life and being of the race; 


Attesting thus the nature right divine, 
Authentic Love that, worshipped or denied, 

Still pours its gifts, a sun that can but shine, 
A river bearing blessing on its tide. 
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ABU SIMBEL 


Of Egypt's countless altars, only one 
Rath still adoring fires; one only block 

Is warmed with worship of the dawning sun 
That pierces to it through the riven rock. 


“Here will I build a temple, I the Lord, 
Ramses the Great, crowned with the Double Crown, 
Son of the Sun, whose chariot wheels swept down 
The hosts of Kadesh, and whose thirsty sword 
Hath revelled in this Ethiopian horde, 
Smiting their necks. To teach them my renown, 
Pyloned and obelisked in many a town, 
I build a shrine wherein to be adored. 
‘Take me this mountain of the living rock; 
Hew it and hollow; carve its river-face 
As mountain never yet was carved, to bear 
My likenesses repeated like a prayer; 
Then probe it to the inmost secret place, 
And sculpture godhood from the savage block.” 


The temple-cliff against the soft, deep blue 
Of Nubia’s star-sown sky stands ashen-gray, 
Save where like sifted snow or frosted spray 
The moonlight blanches it. Supreme in view 
Sit throned the four colossi, emblems true 
Of thine illimitable pride, thou clay, 

Dust of the desert, Ramses, strewn today 

In shattered images thine Egypt through. 
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Yet the stupendous Four are meek to Him 

Graved at the hewn rock’s heart, eternal, dim, 

A God with Gods. With that dread Trinity, 
Burning Harmachis, and the death-white Ptah 

And, Lord of Thrones, the high-plumed Ammon-Ra, 
The Pharaoh mates his mock divinity. 


The dawn-light steals across the solemn Nile, 
Warms the huge knees and stony, silent lips 
Of those ranged giants, through the portal slips 
And up the great Osiris columns, while 
Chamber on chamber brightens, aisle on aisle. 
The walls wax wonderful with mystic ships 
And pageantry of war. Blue lotus dips 

In sacrifice, and sudden faces smile. 

Yet poignant, penetrant, the level beam 
Strikes down those dusky courts to that last gloom 
Where sit the Sun of Morning, and the Sun 
Of Zenith Splendor, and the Sun in Tomb 
Of Night, with Ramses, their belovéd one, 
And fires their altar with a fleeting gleam. 
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TOTHE NILE 


Still rest we votaries of the Lotus-crowned 
And the Papyrus-crowned, the blended stream 
That flows through memory with a hidden sound 
Of ancient music, a perpetual dream. 


Mother of Egypt, sister of old Time, 

Thou serpentine green thread across the sands, 
Far-journeying to these thy craving lands 
From royal equatorial lakes sublime, 

Pilgrim of snow-clad Abyssinian hills 

Whose rushing rain thy wilder torrent fills, 
Bearer of weal or woe 

To the dumb millions, fearful multitudes 
Waiting upon thy Cleopatra moods, 

Wilt thou flow 


Till our doomed star to desolation chills? 


How fares it with thy fierce, capricious heart 
Now that thine hour of slavery is come? 

Full oft thy galleys gloomed with prisoners swart, 
Neck linked to helpless neck, whose martyrdom 
Is graved along thy course on pylons proud. 
Today thine own tyrannic might is bowed 

To bondage, bidden go 

Or stay, as this new wizardry decrees; 

The granite barrier chafes thy beating knees. 
Wilt thou flow 

Till thou hast swept its dust to sea and cloud? 
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Grotesqueries and lethargies that lie 
Huddled in pits or islanded in mud, 

Clusters of uncouth hippopotami, 

Grim crocodiles, the terrors of the flood, 
What amity have these dim broods of thine 
With the creative, culminant divine? 

As shadows in the glow 

Of sunrise, will they perish in the birth 

Of fresh surprisals for the joy-flushed earth? 
Wilt thou flow 

Till through all forms triumphant beauty shine? 


Thy stript, dishonored Pharaohs, vainly hid 
In golden chambers mystically wrought 
At musty heart of cliff or pyramid, 
Impassive majesties, immortal thought, 
Where are their caravans, with burdensome 
Booty of ivory, cedar, fragrant gum? 

The ages overthrow 

Their calm, colossal statues to amerce 
Their crimes, remembering the captive’s curse. 
Wilt thou flow 

Until the hallowed reign of pity come? 


What myriad life through countless centuries 
Hath sprung and faded on thy sparkling sands, 
—Futile incertitudes and miseries, 

Swift, printless feet, caressing, vanished hands! 
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Thy tragic waters bear an undertone 
Like to a muffled monochord of moan. 
What bliss didst thou bestow 

On thy brief races ere upon thy bank 
The draft of pale eternity they drank? 
Dost thou know 

Why such ephemeral being suffers so? 


Where are thy bestial gods oracular, 
Hawk-headed Horus and the Apis Bull, 

Ram, Vulture, Ape, divinities at jar 

With all we dream of pure and beautiful > 
Ghost-wise they come, wind-wafted down the air, 
Drift of the Dispossessed, that ill can bear 

The minarets below. 

Thou the Papyrus-crowned and Lotus-crowned, 
Thou who hast holy Philae dimmed and drowned, 
Wilt thou flow 

Till all be God, and Heaven be everywhere? 


O River white beneath these lustrous stars, 
Sorceress shriven by the Southern Cross, 

Is there an end to agonies and wars? 

Will hands of healing comfort every loss? 
Thou who hast seen so many, many days 
Flush to their sunsets, thou of ancient praise 
For magic, whisper low 

Some prophecy that human life endears, 
Foreshadowing the secret of the spheres. 
Wilt thou flow 

Till Love is Wisdom, and the Sphinx decays? 
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THE HEALING OF TOBIT 
A PLAY OF ASSYRIA 





ACTS AND SCENES 


Act | 
SCENE I—Hhouse of Tobit in Nineveh. Roof. 
ScENE I[I—Bank of the Tigris. 

Act II 
SCENE I—House of Raguel in Ecbatana. Doorway. 
ScENE I]—Hhouse of Raguel. Bridal Chamber. 
ScENE II]—Field of Sorrow near the House of Raguel. 
ScENE IV—Threshing-Floor. 

Act Ill 
SCENE—The Gate of Nineveh. 


TIME 


Some seven hundred years before Christ. 


CHARACTERS 
RAPHAEL the Archangel, disguised as Azarias, a wandering 
minstrel 
TOBIT 


ANNA, his wife 

TOBIAS, their son 

RAGUEL, their kinsman 

EDNA, wife of Raguel 

SARA, daughter of Raguel and Edna 


Men and women from the household of Raguel 
Wedding Guests 


Dog of Tobias 
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ACT I 


ScENE | 


A poor house in the Jewish quarter of Nineveh. Tobit is Ieneeling 
on the flat roof, his white hair and beard blowing in the wind, 
his blind face turned toward Jerusalem. Dawn is breaking. 


Tosit ( Flinging up his arms in gesture of supplication) 
Nay, hear me, hear me, O Most High! Once more 
I wrestle with thee, as our Father Jacob 
Strove even till the breaking of the day 
Beside the holy Jordan blanched with awe. 

I will not let thee go, except thou bless me. 

Have I not walked before thee all my years, 

My bitter years, in truth and charity? 

Hast thou not seen me at Jerusalem 

In my shamed boyhood, when my father’s tribe 
—Ah, Naphtali, that giveth goodly words 

But taketh wayward paths, a hind let loose! — 
Revolted from thee, making sacrifice 

To Baal,—didst thou not behold me then, 

A lonely lad that bowed him in thy courts, 
Bnnging the firstfruits of his flock to thee> 

Oh, God of Israel, when the Assyrian host, 
Their bows all bent, their arrows keen with death, 
Their chariot wheels a whirlwind, and their roar 
The hunger of young lions, overswept 

Samaria, a fury and a flame, 

A wild boar in thy vineyard, making prey 
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Of all our noblest, even Hoshea our king, 
Didst thou not thunder in those angry clouds 
Above our wailing, stumbling captive train, 
Flower of our nation, princes, artisans, 


. Scourged on to Nineveh? Didst thou not watch 


Thy wretched people there, discerning me 

Who, while my brethren ate the Gentile bread, 
Remembered thee with all my heart and kept 

My mouth from unclean food? O Lord my God, 
Old, blind, blind, blind and broken, I implore 
That thou send Azrael to unseal my soul, 

Letting my weary body be dissolved 

Into the earth, that I at last may be 

Delivered from distress. 


ANNA (Who, during the latter part of her husband’s petition, has 
come by an inner stairway up to the roof and now quietly 
approaches him) 


TosBIt 


ANNA 


Our breakfast waits. 


Woman, intrude not on my converse with 


Jehovah. 


So? I have not heard his voice, 
But only yours that rumbles on and on 
As tiresome as rain. 


Tosit (Rising with difficulty and turning toward her) 


I am your husband, 
And may not brook it that with idle speech 
You thus infringe my sanctities of prayer. 
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ANNA I am your wife and find this prayer of yours 
Too selfish for my reverence. What becomes 
Of me, when you are dead? 
TosIT Of you? I will 
Beseech the Lord that your free spirit go 
With mine into the everlasting place 
Of shadow and of silence. 
ANNA You may spare 
Yourself that trouble, for my spirit much 
Prefers to dwell at home within her warm 
Tent of the body. What aman you are! 
A father, who would die with no provision 
Made for his son! And such a son! 
ToBIT Tobias! 
God bless him! Even as the boy has been 
God’s blessing unto us! 
ANNA Our joy of heart! 
Tosias (Springing out upon the roof with his dog frisking at his 
heels) 
Hail, honored father! 
Tosit (Moving toward him with the groping motions of the blind) 
The one God of Israel 
Be gracious unto you, my son! 
Tobias (Stooping, tall stripling that he is, to drop a light kiss on 
the silvered head of Anna) 
Dear mother! 
ANNA Child, you were out so early. Have you had 
Your pottage yet? 
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‘ToBIAS Ay, and a trifle more 
Down in the market-place, where husbandmen 
Wait with their wares impatiently for day 
And customers. 
ANNA (Shaking her head at him in smiling reproof) 
I warrant that you went 
Feasting among them, paying with a laugh 
For many a dainty. 
Tosit (With a deep groan) 
Eating Gentile bread. 
Tosias Not bread, my father,—only here and there, 
As courteously the folk entreated me, 
A taste of honeycomb or clustering grapes. 
ANNA Honey and grapes! While we old folk may go 
Content with cups of goatsmilk! 


TOBIAS Nay, sweet mother. 


Bring up our morning meal—for still I could 
Be coaxed to eat a morsel more—and you 
Shall see what delicates this scolded son 
Has laid beside your cups. 
ANNA (Tripping off toward the roof-door) 
Oho! For whom? 
I know whose red mouth gets the lion’s share. 
Tosias (Loohking affectionately after her) 
She has the step of girlhood. 
Anna descends the stair. 
TosiT Son, I chose 
A wife among my kindred, that my choice 
Might be the better pleasing to the Lord, 
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But she was young, so young she would not weep 
In Nineveh but watched the heathen streets 

With sparkling eyes and found the heathen heart 
Not altogether evil. Nay, I fear 

She is but half a Hebrew in her mind. 


ToBIAS Sire, do not many of our exiled Jews 
Plant gardens, eat the fruits thereof and mate 
With Gentiles > 

Tosit Hush! A Gentile daughter-in-law 
Would bring your father’s white head to the grave. 


Topias (Laughing and blushing) 
Fear not, my father. Though I carry here 
Beneath my tunic an impatient bird 
That flutters eager wings when on the street 
Or from some balcony a woman’s eyes 
Burn through the veil, it has not caroled yet 
The nesting song. 


VOICE rising from the market-place 

The love of youth, a rose; 

The heart of youth, a dream. 

Swift will the bud unclose, 

Swift will the sunlight stream. 

The wind that blows from Paradise 
—O sweet! O rare!— 

On the heart of youth it blows not twice. 
Beware! 


ToBIT Who was it spoke to me? 
Who warned me? Who? What lyric voice was that? 
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ToBIAs A vagrant singer loitering below 
Among the merchants,—his the careless cadence 
That floated up to us. His voice has wings. 
I talked with him this morning. Even in chat 
His tones go lilting, and whenever he 
Flings out a ballad note, it seems to soar 
Straight to the sky, as if its home were there. 
Tosit You talked with him, a heathen minstrel > 
TOBIAS Nay, 
The man is of the seed of Abraham, 
And, as a strolling singer, free to go 
Whither he will, has wandered far and wide 
Amid our scattered people, messenger 
For broken kindreds and long-sundered friends; 
His sandals now are worn with the rough way 
From Rages in the land of Media. 
Tosit (Straightening up his shoulders and pacing back and forth 
with rapid steps, forgetful of weakness and blindness) 
There shoots a sudden gleam across the shadows 
Of my despondent mind. I would not die, 
My son, and leave you penniless. Give heed. 
I now remember me of things forgot 
These many moons. When I, even I, was young, 
An exile in great Nineveh, nor ill 
Entreated of my captors, for I served 
Their needs with crafts learned in Samaria, 
Jehovah brought his servant into grace 
With Enemessar, who so trusted me 
That I became his steward and would send 


[ 153 ] 


Long caravans across the blazing desert 

To bring him back full many a precious thing 
For his proud palace, where I walked erect, 
—Hluge blocks of green basalt from Kurdistan, 
Pheenician gems, Arabian frankincense, 

Rich woods of India, and wine, and oil, 
Strange artistries in silver, gold and brass, 

Fine wools and linens, woven blues and scarlets, 
Vessels of ivory and alabaster, 

Wheat, ointments, cinnamon, yea, dusky slaves 
With sad, bewildered eyes, even like our own 
In those first years of the Captivity. 

Oft on his royal errands have I sped 

Into the land of Media and once 

—How could it slip my thought >to this same Rages, 
Where divers of our nation greeted me, 

Already thriving, as our people will, 

Dealing in monies with the simple Gentiles. 
There left I in the charge of true Gabael 

A treasure of ten talents, son, a fortune. 

If he live yet, he guards it for me still, 

Ten silver talents, largess of the king. 


(In his excitement, T obit again falls on his knees and, with uplifted 
arms, pours out his heart to Jehovah.) 


O Helper of the helpless, Comforter 

Of all who grieve in secret, thou dost know 
This was my only hoard. All other gifts, 
The bounty of a lavish lord, thou knowest 
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I gave as alms among my Hebrew brethren, 
Stripping myself of cloak ofttimes, of sandals, 
That feet which once had trod the Holy Land 
Should not go sore and bleeding on the stones 
Of heathen streets. “Then Enemessar’s hand, 
Empty in death, protected me no more, 

And King Sennacherib, wrathful of heart 

For that when, with a multitude of chariots, 

He went against Jerusalem, thine angel, 

Even Prince Michael, guardian of Judea, 
Flew forth by night and in the Assyrian camp 
Smote nigh two hundred thousand, so that dawn 
Shone ghastly on a stretch of pallid faces, 
Upturned, untroubled, mighty men of valor 
And furious captains motionless as leaves 
Sodden beneath the snows of Lebanon, 
—Wrathful of heart for shame of his retreat 
The fierce Sennacherib raged like a fire 

Amid us Hebrew exiles, feeble folk, 

Till every eve outside the cruel walls 

Of Nineveh the slain were flung in heaps 

For the starved packs of dogs to tear. Ah, then, 
Surely thy smile bent over me, as night 

By night I groped my way among the dead, 
Giving them burial as my strength endured. 
And when at last Sennacherib was told 

And sought for me that I might die a death 
More horrible than any yet devised, 
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Was it not thou that from one hiding-place 
Unto another guided me, my wife 
And merry little son? 


ANNA (Coming out upon the roof with a food-laden tray in her 
hands) 
Ay me! those times! 
Cellars and cisterns! spiders! scorpions! 
But wherefore dwell on perils past? The sun 
Is high in heaven, and I have baked us cakes 
Down at the hearth,—cakes not to be despised. 


(As Tobias takes the tray from her) 


So did you always lift my burdens, boy, 

Even as a baby, when your playful hands, 
Pinker than Sharon rosebuds, tossed our grief 
And terror from us like a juggler’s balls 
Melting in air. In what black nooks I’ve had 
To crush your laughter with a kiss! But set 
The tray down in this sunny corner here 

And help your father quickly to his feet, 

Or I shall leave him not one crimson pulp 

Of this pomegranate. "Tis a feast we have 
Today. Perchance some gladness draweth near. 
Come! Not too long a blessing, lest the cakes 
Grow cold. My cookery is sacred, too. 


Tobias aids his father to rise and leads him to the tray set on the 
floor near the edge of the roof. Mother and son stand with 
bowed heads while the father reaches out trembling arms above 


the food. 
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Tosit Thou who hast given us treasures of the light 
And treasures of the darkness, to our thirst 
Hast set the cup of wine and cup of gall, 
Teach us a thankfulness that blesseth thee 
In every gift. Amen. 

Tosias (Reverently) Amen. 

ANNA (/n a defiant undertone) Ha-hum. 

Tobit and Anna seat themselves on mats beside the tray, while 
Tobias perches near by on the railing enclosing the roof. The 
dog, who in general may be left to create his own réle, coaxes 
Tobias for food. Tobias throws him scraps when Anna is not 
looking. Occasionally, however, she catches him at it and makes 
vivacious gestures of horror and displeasure. 

VOICE rising from the market-place 

Softly on snowflake feet 
Gladness draws near; 
Softly as candlelight 
Makes darkness clear, 
Shining away the night 
Gladness draws near. 
TOoBIT The ballad-singer. 
ANNA Or an echo? For 
I almost made that snatch of song myself. 
TOBIAS There’s something wild about the man, but sweet 
As forest fragrance after rain. 
TosBIT My son, 
Go down and bring that minstrel up to me. 
TOBIAS To you? A strange request. 
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TosBIT Tis stranger yet 
A son should question what his father bids. 
TOBIAS Dear sire, forgiveness. 
Runs down the stair, followed by the dog. 
ANNA (Rising and gathering up the empty dishes, which she sets 
upon the tray) 
I must hurry back 
To my spinning and my weaving, lest we have 
No breakfasts more. 
TOBIT Wife, wife, it grieves my soul 
That you should labor ceaselessly for scant 
Wages of heathen women, these dull dames 
Of Nineveh who flaunt the fineries 
That cost your workworn hands such weary hours. 
Your candle goeth not out by night; you eat 
No bread of idleness; your husband’s heart 
Doth safely trust in you. 
ANNA Oh, spare me praises! 
Much good your sorrow does! If you had saved 
A pittance of your wealth nor flung it all 
Away in almsgiving, such prudence would 
Have served me better than compassion now. 
Tosit Wife of my youth, your toils are hard, too hard, 
Embittering your spirit, once so blithe, 
Until it gives tart words. Ch, it is better 
To dwell within the wilderness than with 
An angry and contentious woman. 


ANNA Who 
Hath made me angry but your stubborn self? 
When merciless Sennacherib lay dead, 
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TosItT 


ANNA 


The slaughterer slaughtered by his very sons, 
And we, protected by your nephew, new 
Cupbearer to the new Assyrian king, 
Were home again and would have kept with joy 
The feast of Pentecost, O you, O you, 
On a chance rumor, you must needs arise, 
Leaving the meat untasted, and go forth 
To bury still another hapless Jew 
Left strangled in the market-place. So came 
Blindness and poverty and all our woe. 
O wife, my wife, must I not do the deeds 
Commanded of Jehovah? 

What is he, 
This Hebrew God that for your charities 
Rewarded you with darkness and disgrace? 
Nay, I'll not hold my peace. I'll speak this once, 
Although he hurl his red spear from the clouds 
And slay me at your feet. There are many gods 
Worshipped with revels by these Ninevites 
Whose lives are happier than ours. How should 
A woman know divinity but by 
Her nature, which would gladden those she loves? 


(Breaking into a wild sobbing) 


My husband, I will not adore Jehovah, 


Nor pray to him, nor say amen to prayer, 
Until he heals your blindness. 


Stooping, she passionately kisses the closed lids of Tobit and then, 
bearing the tray, turns toward the stair, passing Tobias, the 
minstrel and the dog, who approach Tobit as Anna descends, 
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RAPHAEL 


The peace of God be with you, righteous man. 


Tosit (Struggling to regain self-control) 


RAPHAEL 


TositT 


RAPHAEL 
Tosit 


RAPHAEL 


TosIT 


If I be righteous, if I merit peace, 
Why hath such ill befallen me? For I, 
O minstrel, sit in darkness. Words I hear, 
But you, the speaker of those words, I see not. 
Take comfort. Even the one who has deprived 
Your eyes of light, the same shall bless them with 
The radiance of heaven. 

How can that be? 
It was a sparrow on the eaves that cast 
His droppings in my eyes that time I lay, 
Still waking, in my courtyard, by the wall. 
Within the house that night I might not come, 
Although we kept the feast of Pentecost, 
Unclean from handling a dead body. Shall 
A sparrow, but a wisp of feathers, bring 
Back light to me, dispel this filmy cloud 
Which from that starless night began to steal 
Across my vision? Minstrel, I am blind. 
Yet shall you see again. 

"Tis for the Lord, 
And not for man, to speak that word. No more 
Of idle talk. I ask if you can guide 
My son to Rages in the land of Media. 
The way is known to me, the mountain pass, 
The river fords. 

In Rages have you seen 

Gabael of my nation? 
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RAPHAEL 
TosBitT 
RAPHAEL 
Tosit 
TOBIAS 
ToBIT 
RAPHAEL 
TositT 
RAPHAEL 
Tosit 
RAPHAEL 
Tositr 
RAPHAEL 
TosBitT 


RAPHAEL 


TOBIAS 


TosIT 


Once I lodged 
Beneath his roof, an old man and a kindly. 
Old? Even now he may be dying. Quick! 
How are you called? 
My name is Azanias, 
A Hebrew. 
*Tis a common name and bears 
Good meaning. 
What, my sire? 
Jehovah helps. 
And common is it that Jehovah helps 
Mankind through one another. 
Of what tribe? 
Even of your own. 
Ah! ’tis a faithful stock. 
What wages? 
What you will on our return. 
When can you start? 
At once. 


But for the journey 


You will have need of silver. 
Song is golden. 

A wandering minstrel bears no pack. 

My mother, 
O father, will be ill content unless 
She roasts a kid for us and searches through 
My clothes with thread and needle. 

Even for that 


I bid you hence at once. You know how urgent 
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The errand is,—to bring back from Gabael 
The ten good talents that I left with him 
Those many years agone. Then shall your mother 
No longer rise from bed while yet ’tis night 
To seek for wool and flax and lay her hands 
To spindle and to distaff, making linen 
And selling it to give her household food. 
She will forgive me then that I have sent you 
Away without the fond delays and cares 
So dear to women’s hearts. Make speed! make speed! 
O stranger, may I trust you with our son? 
We have no other. 
RAPHAEL Brother, be at peace. 
I will keep watch that evil come not nigh him. 
Tosias (Kneeling) 
Your blessing, sire, and counsel. 
Tosit (Laving his hands on the bowed head of Tobias) 
May our God, 
Jehovah, the Eternal, watch your journey 
From his high sapphire throne and send his angel 
To guard you all the way! If when you come 
Rejoicing home, with wisdom and with wealth, 
I greet you not—for even this morn I prayed 
For death and though I now would live to hear 
Your step, your voice, your laughter once again, 
My prayer may draw its answer—then, O son, 
Honor your mother and remember well 
The birth-pains and all pains she bore for you; 
Grieve her in naught but ever seek her pleasure. 
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(Tobias rise 


Tobias catches up the dog in his arms and steps cautiously, with 
, across the roof. As they descend the stair, T obit leans 


Raphael 
forward, 


On the bank 


under a 


Tobias. 


TosBIAS 


Wed not among the daughters of the Gentiles, 
A virtuous woman’s price is above rubies, 
Seek you among the maidens of our people 
For one who serves our God, the God of Israel. 
O keep the faith, my son, and walk uprightly; 
Be just; be generous, pitying the poor; 
Put scorn and envy from your mind; be noble; 
If you should hear a word against your brother, 
Let that word perish in your heart of hearts; 
Repeat it not, lest it become a coal, 
A red coal that shall burn and sear your spirit; 
What to yourself is hateful, that do not 
To others; use your neighbor as yourself. 
And now away! 
s.) 

Be quiet in your treading. 
Sandals of thistledown were not too soft 
To bear you past your mother’s threshold. Go! 


intently listening. 


ScENE II 


of the Tigris. Sunset. Raphael and Tobias are sitting 
branching poplar, taking off their sandals in order to 
lave their dusty feet in the stream. 


I saw you first at edge of dawn and now, 
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The dog lies close beside 


At edge of evening, you are like a brother, 
Like some one I have loved a long, long time. 


RAPHAEL Perchance I am the messenger of One 
Who long has loved 
TOBIAS Myself? How could that be? 
I often feel your meaning ere you end 
Those flows of speech that fall like music on 
The listening air, but this is hidden, for 
I have no friends outside of Nineveh. 





Ever, perforce, I’ve been a stay-at-home, 
Cooped in a stony round of streets and houses, 
And so this journey of a day across 

The russet fields has flushed my racing blood 
With such delight I feel no weariness, 

Though we have footed it a score of miles 

Since morning. Was it even today that we 
Tiptoed so softly past my mother’s door? 

Aha, my father’s evening broth is flavored 

With words more stinging than the spices, words 
Where wrath and love keep curious company. 

My mother! would that she could see us now, 
Glad as those colors in the sunset sky! 

My dog has capered all the way, and you 

—TI think you must wear wings upon your sandals, 
Like that young god Greek sailors tell of, Hermes, 
The whistling rogue who stole the snowy flocks 
From violet pastures of a golden-haired, 
Hot-tempered shepherd. 
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As Tobias catches up one of Raphael’s sandals to investigate, a 
sudden gust blows it from his hand. 


RAPHAEL (Laughing) There’s your playful robber, 


ToBIAS 
RAPHAEL 


TOBIAS 
RAPHAEL 
TOBIAS 


RAPHAEL 


Stull at his tricks. 
Where do we lodge tonight? 

Here, with the river for our lullaby, 

Or, if my city youngling craves a roof, 

Those tamarinds that cluster over yonder 

Will make us a pavilion 





Fit for kings. 
And for their betters. 
But we have no supper 
Save for this lump of dates and bit of cheese. 
Our supper comes. 


Tosias (Looking eagerly around) 


RAPHAEL 


TOBIAS 


RAPHAEL 


It comes? our supper? where? 
Dear lad, you'll soon find out. For Wisdom is 
A loving spirit, joyous in revealing 
Her secrets to the ready heart. 

I thought 

That Wisdom, like my sire, was old and grave. 
Wisdom is glorious and never fadeth, 
Brighter than sceptres, crowns and precious stones. 
Beside her lustre silver is but clay 
And gold a little sand; yea, she is dearer 
Than health and beauty, making all things new. 
Defilement cannot touch her, for she is 
The shining of the Everlasting Light, 
The mirror of God’s grace. 
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TOBIAS 


I fain would know her. 


RAPHAEL Wisdom is swiftly seen of them that love her 


TOBIAS 


RAPHAEL 


And found by such as seek her, for she, too, 
Is ever seeking them. She goes to them 
And sits before their doors. 
How should I win her 
To enter in? What gifts are mine to give? 
Give purity, give kindness, for she is 
An understanding spirit, cherishing 
All that is good, the breath of Love himself. 


Tobias, who has been sitting with his feet in the water, twitches 
them back with a cry of pain and springs up. 


‘TOBIAS 


A fish, a sudden sparkle through the waves, 
Snatched at my foot. The rascal drew the blood; 
But that’s a game for two. If one of us 

Must make a supper for the other, I 

Propose to be the eater, not the eaten. 

Oho, I see him! there he gleams! and there! 

I'll have that fellow for his impudence. 


Catching up a net and spear that some fisherman has left upon the 
bank, he dashes along the river out of sight, followed at full 
speed by the excited dog. 


RAPHAEL 


Oh, strange mortality! Its eagerness 

About its wee concerns! These lives, as brief 
As bubbles are, the many-colored bubbles 

It pleaseth the High Dreamer still to blow 
Into an instant’s iridescence! Sparks 

Of being, glints of glory, shimmerings 
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And vanishings of momentary empires 

That pass even as the traces of a cloud, 

Lost as the morning mist, as the remembrance 

Of guest that tarrieth but a day, forgotten 

As quickly as the sea forgets the path 

Of keel, and air the flight of bird or arrow! 

And this whole world, one whirling star amid 

Myriads on myriads, is no more to time 

Than drop of vesper dew; ay, time itself 

Is but a shadow slipping as men name it. 
Tosias (Out of sight) 


I have him. I will cook him for our supper. 
There are some flat stones here and | can strike 


A fire from fiints. It kindles. 


RAPHAEL Feed your hunger, 
But save for me the liver, heart and gall. 


Tosias (With a shout of boyish laughter) 
Oh, Brother Azarias, what a taste! 
Why not the scales and fins as well? My dog 
Is laughing, too, from wrinkled eyes to tail. 


After musing a while longer, Raphael rises, lifts his look to the skies 
and chants. 


RAPHAEL We are Seven, we are Seven, 
Seven on the heights of Heaven, 
Seven in the ocean deeps; 
Seven splendors by the Throne 
Where the Love Eternal keeps 
Watch above his own. 
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Tosias (Running in, with the dog) 

We would not leave you waiting for your supper. 
Here are the heart, the liver and the gall, 
Such tiny morsels we’re ashamed to bring them. 

RAPHAEL Dear thanks, dear lad. Fair feasting to you both! 

As Tobias and the dog gleefully return to their repast, Raphael 
stoops to the brink of the river and gathers up two mother-of- 
pearl mussel shells, which he fits together, forming a small 
receptacle. Into this he carefully puts his portions of the fish, 
concealing it in the folds of his girdle. Then he turns toward 
the west, where the sun amid glowing clouds is dropping below 
the horizon. 

RAPHAEL My brother of the sun, bright Uriel, 

Sinks to a shining dream on opal wings. 
With twain he covers his feet, 
With twain he covers his face; 
On twain he falleth fleet 
To his ruby resting-place. 
Good night to thee, my brother, Fire of God. 
Tosias (Entering with the dog) 
Speaking, and not to me? 
RAPHAEL Jealous so soon? 
Come close and I will talk you fast asleep. 

They wrap themselves in their mantles and lie down side by side, 
the dog snuggling himself in between them. 

RAPHAEL (Sofily chanting, as he listens to the flow of the Tigris) 

His voice is like the voice of many waters. 
TosBIAS Whose voice, my friend? 
RAPHAEL (Still chanting) Heaven glistens with his glory. 
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TOBIAS 


RAPHAEL 


TOBIAS 
RAPHAEL 
TOBIAS 
RAPHAEL 


ToBIAS 


RAPHAEL 


Nay, Brother Azarias, speak to me, 
Not to the river and the stars,—to me. 
Tell me a tale for sleep to wonder on, 
Fashioning visions. 
We shall lodge tomorrow 
With one who is your kinsman, rich Raguel; 
He hath an only daughter. 
And her name? 
Is Sara, meaning Princess. 
Is she fair? 
Fairest of all the daughters of mankind, 
And of all maidens most unhappy. 
Fair 
And yet unhappy? To be beautiful 
Ought surely to be blest, as rosebuds are 
And lilies of the field. Oh, tell me more. 


Slumber, dear lad. Your dreams will tell you more. 


As soon as Tobias is asleep, Raphael rises and moves up the bank 
out of sight. In the dimness a troop of white-clad dreams steal 
forth and weave a dance about the recumbent form of Tobias, 
while a voice sings: 


Sara, Sara, Princess of Beauty! 

A garden enclosed is my sister, my spouse. 

I sleep, but my heart, my heart awakens 

And longs for the fruits on the fragrant boughs. 
Sara, Sara, Princess of Sorrow! 

Rise, O north wind, and come, thou south, 

Blow on the garden, blow tomorrow, 

Till the sweet fruits fall to her lover’s mouth. 
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ACT II 


ScENE I 


Late afternoon of the second day. Faguel is sitting in the dust 
before the doorway of his house, wringing his hands and strew- 
ing ashes on his head. 


RAGUEL 


The voice of song hath ceased within my gates; 

The sound of harps no more is heard therein. 

The arrows of the Almighty are within me, 

The poison whereof drinketh up my spirit. 

Who may contend with God, or hinder him, 
—With God, who alone spreadeth out the heavens 
And treadeth on the billows of the sea? 


He lifts his head to find Raphael standing beside him. 


RAPHAEL 


Peace to this house and peace unto your soul. 


RAGUEL (Rising and bowing himself thrice toward the ground) 


RAPHAEL 


Behold, for peace I have great bitterness. 


When Moses from the Red Sea brought forth Israel 
Into the wilderness of Shur and there 

They went three days and found no water till 
They came to Marah, of whose bitter flow 

They could not drink, so that their murmuring 
Rose against Moses, mightily he cried 

Unto the Lord, who bade him cast a tree 

Into the waters. Thus he did, and lo! 


They were made sweet. 
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RAGUEL Ah, God, what holy tree, 
What oak of Gilead, ilex, carob, myrtle, 
Cedar of Lebanon, citron of Damascus, 
Lentisk of Tabor, terebinth of Carmel, 
Palm, olive, cinnamon, might have the power 
To purge my fountain! 
RAPHAEL Hither speeds a youth 
Glad as a tree planted by streams of water. 
RAGUEL He shall be welcome to your servant’s house, 
Even as you, O gracious stranger. Enter, 
Tarry the night and with the morn, if so 
Your errand urges, rise and go your ways. 
RAPHAEL My lord, the honor of your loving-kindness 
Belongs to him whose feet are on the road. 
Tobias, followed by the dog, is seen approaching. Faguel moves 
to meet him and again bows thrice in salutation. 
RAGUEL ~~ All hail, fair stripling. Favor my poor roof 
By granting that it shelter you tonight. 
Topias (Bowing thrice in return) 
Kind greetings make strange thresholds dear as home. 
RAGUEL (Turning again to Raphael) 
You are the elder, yet your speed outstripped him. 
RAPHAEL I am the messenger before the bridegroom. 
RacuEL (Laving hold upon his garments and rending them) 
Nay, tell me not of bridegrooms. O my daughter! 
She hath been sought by high Assyrian suitors, 
Captains and rulers vested gorgeously 
In broidered raiment, golden girdles, plumes 
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As gay as if the rainbow paid them tribute, 

Young horsemen on proud horses. I have given 

My child to seven husbands. Never one 

Hath crossed her chamber threshold. All were slain 
Before her door by Asmodezeus, Prince 

Of Demons. Since he may not touch the maiden 
With evil thought, to win her for his own, 

His jealous fury tears all who would wed 

Her innocence, until she maddens with 

The horror and the anguish of her lot. 


RAPHAEL "Tis no Assyrian woos her now, with store 
Of gold for dowry, but a Hebrew lad 
Of your own tribe and kindred, even Tobias, 
Son of your cousin Tobit. 

RacuEL (Embracing Tobias) Joy and woe! 


Amid my tears I bless you, son of Tobit, 
But flee my doors before the doom descend. 


Topias (Falling on his knees and kissing the hem of Raguel’s 


mantle) 


RAGUEL 


It is my father’s bidding that I wed 
Within our tribe, the tribe of Naphtali. 
Jehovah is my shield. I dread no doom. 

I bring my life for dowry and will venture 
It gladly in great battle with the Fiend. 
My cousin Tobit’s son, ‘his only son, 

I may not suffer you to face this peril 
Beyond imagination. Enter in 

And sup with us, but go your ways beneath 
The shining of the moon, for death is here. 
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Tosias (Rising and lifting his right hand to heaven, as he faces 
Raguel) 
Now by the majesty of Most High God, 
I will not enter in nor eat with you 
Till you have laid the maiden’s hand in mine 
And sealed the covenant that makes us one. 
Raguel wraps his head in his mantle and stands for a while apart. 
RAPHAEL (To Tobias) 
Well vowed! And for the fear deep in your heart 
I have a hint of comfort. 
Topias (Eagerly) You will brave 
The Demon with me? 
RAPHAEL Ah, no man nor angel 
May fight your battle for you. Every spirit 
By its own deed conquers or perishes. 
TosBIAs I would not have it otherwise. My Princess 
Shall be delivered by my love alone. 
Yet tell me of your wisdom with what weapon 
A man should arm himself against the Powers 
Of Darkness? Is there no anointed sword, 
Amulet, incantation, magic circle, 
No talisman nor charm nor ritual, 
No word, no mystic sign, that devils fear? 
RAPHAEL (Drawing from his girdle the mussel-shell box and open- 
ing it) 
The simplest things are strongest. As you go 
Along the covered gallery that leads 
Unto the marriage chamber, take you up 
The ashes of the incense burning there 
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And lay on them this heart and liver of 

The fish who gave you supper yestereve. 

The perfume and the smoke will vex the Fiend. 
Then in his instant of confusion strike 

Your mightiest blows of the bare hand and leave 
To God the issue. 


Topias (Taking the dried morsels and slipping them into a fold 
of his girdle) I will trust in him. 
RaGuEL (Uncovering his head and approaching Tobias) 


‘ToBIAS 


The Lord hath made it clear unto my soul 
That I have sinned against the law of Moses 
In seeking sons-in-law among the Gentiles. 

It is more meet that you, the son of Tobit, 

A Hebrew of the tribe of Naphtali, 

My kinsman, should be husband to my daughter. 
She shall be yours this hour and may the mercy 
Of him at whose pure name the devils tremble 
Prosper your nuptials and preserve your life. 
The hand of great Jehovah is upon me, 

And I rejoice to dare this danger, for 

I crave the maiden as I knew not man 

Had power to crave. Oh, let it not be grievous, 
My father, in your sight, that I would speed 

To that grim conflict and the bliss beyond. 


Raguel claps his hands for his servants. Men and women enter. 


RAGUEL 


The house hath guests tonight. Be swift! Fetch water 
And towels for their feet. Bring me fresh raiment. 
Three measures of fine meal make ready quickly, 
Knead it and bake them cakes upon the hearth. 
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Choose from the herd a tender calf and dress it 
To solace them with meat. Set milk and butter 
Upon the board. Bid forth to welcome them 
Edna my wife,—yea, and my daughter Sara. 


The servants move deftly and rapidly about, one washing the feet of 
Raphael, another the feet of Tobias, a third replacing the torn 
robe and mantle of Raguel with rich garments, others hurrying 
away to hearth and herd. Edna, a woman of stately presence, 
comes slowly in, drawing Sara, veiled and reluctant, by the 


hand. 


RAGUEL (To Edna) 
Behold my kinsman, young Tobias, son 
Of Tobit. 
EpNA (Looking graciously on Tobias, who bows before her) 
In the flushes of your face 
I see the youth of Tobit once again. 
How fares your father? how doth he endure 
Exile in Nineveh? 
TOBIAS My father bears 
His sorrows as he must. 


EDNA Do sorrows dwell 
In other homes than ours? So kind a man, 
So faithful and compassionate a Jew, 
Bides in the blessing of Jehovah’s grace, 
Sheltered beneath the shadow of his wings. 
What can he know of sorrows other than 
Our general grief of the captivity, 
Which many bear too lightly? 
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TosIAs He is blind. 
EDNA (Weeping) 
O sore affliction of a righteous man! 
RAGUEL (Speaking in a tone of authority to Sara) 
Come hither, daughter, for you are to wed 
Your cousin, young Tobias. 
With a cry, Sara breaks away from her mother’s grasp and would 
flee into the house, but the women seize and hold her. 
EpNA (Pleadingly) No, ah no! 
Forgive me, O my husband, but unsay 
Those fatal words. He is so young, so young. 
A boy. The lamb that wanders from the fold 
Is food for wolves. 
ToBIAS Sweet mother, once I heard 
A fable of a lion’s heart within 
The fleeces of a lamb. I have been trained 
In hunger and in thirst. My soul is fain 
For combat with the troubler of your peace, 
The Demon whom my blows shall put to flight. 
EDNA Boast not, O gallant lad, for it is said 
If houses could be built by voices, then 
The ass would rear seven palaces a day. 
TOBIAS Oh, strive not with a river in its flood, 
Stand not against a fire, for though I look 
Frail champion, I could defy all hell 
To free my sister Sara from the Fiend. 
Fame of her beauty flashes through the world. 
EDNA A beauty bringing death to husbands, beauty 
That is a sword made sharp to slay. 
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‘Topras A sound 
Of trumpets shuts my ears. I cannot listen. 
There is a burning in my blood. O father, 
I claim your promise. 
RAGUEL (Sternly to Sara, who is still wildly resisting) 
Daughter, come and lay 
Your hand in mine. 
EpDNA (Urging Sara toward Raguel) Be of good comfort, daughter. 
The Lord of heaven and earth may yet give joy 
For these your many griefs. Be of good comfort. 
Raguel takes the hand of Sara, weeping in her mother’s arms, and 
places it in the hand of Tobias. 
RAGUEL = You are her husband by the law of Moses, 
And may the mercy of the Lord, that is 
Upon all flesh, be with you. Lo, my blessing! 
Tobias and Sara kneel before Raguel, who lays his hands upon 
their heads, but may not speak for sobbing. They rise, Edna 
folding Sara in her embrace, while Raguel, whose servants bring 
him parchment, quill, inkhorn, wax and fire, writes and seals 
the marriage covenant. 
RacuEL (To Edna) 
Even once more prepare the nuptial chamber; 
Once more adorn our daughter for a bridegroom. 
Clothe her in raiment of fine needlework, 
Linens and silks as white as snows on Hermon; 
Clasp neck and brow with jewels and with gold. 
No company of virgins may conduct her 
With song and flute and dulcimer and cymbals; 
Our guests are travel-spent and they shall eat, 
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EDNA 


But ’tis a night of fasting for the household, 
A night of tears and prayers. Yet strew the chamber 
With bridal flowers and herbs of sweet aroma; 
Burn incense in the galleries. 
O husband, 
Forbear! Too well I know these wedding duties. 


RaGuEL (To Sara) 


My daughter, go in peace. 


With desperate gesture, Sara rushes away, followed by Edna. 


RAPHAEL 


The maiden goeth, 
But not in peace. Beneath the veil her eyes 
Axe frantic with their terror for her bridegroom, 
Whose eager heart is bounding like a deer 
Upon a hill of spices. Love is strong 
As death, for many waters cannot quench it, 
Nor shall the gates of hell prevail against it. 


SCENE II 


Night. The bridal chamber, dimly lighted. Sara is crouched on 
the floor, her form hardly distinguishable under the heavy blue 
veil that covers her. From without comes a confused tumult 
of conflict—shouts and blows and rushing to and fro, cut across 
by a wild, despairing wail. The sounds recede, the door is flung 
open and Tobias dashes in, panting, reeling, spent. 


Tosias (Gasping as he speaks) 


It was not I, it was not I who conquered 
The Fiend. I conquered only mine own terror. 
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SARA 


When through the perfumed smoke I glimpsed the 
horror, 

Monstrous, unutterable, stretched like a dragon 
Before thy door, the marrow of my bones 
Melted within me, but I sprang and struck him, 
And hardly had I raised again my hand, 
Seared by that awful contact, when behold! 
All Heaven was fighting with me. From above 
I heard the sweep of onset and I saw 
An angry eagle with broad, beating wings, 
Feathered in flashing colors, swoop upon 
The Demon,—yet methought that eagle’s face 
Was like to Azarias, to my friend. 
And after him a chariot like the sun; 
Its wheels were flames, its horses of a blaze 
Intolerable, dazzling. With it flew 
Legions of spirits, riders of the wind 
And lightning, an infinity of gleams, 
Till Asmodzeus, smitten with amazement, 
Fled wailing down the night, while all pursued 
As if the starry hosts should chase the dark 
Down the steep ether to the black abyss. 
Glory to God, to God! 

Woe unto me, 
That now at last the Demon gains my chamber! 
Why must your malice, cruel Asmodeus, 
Harry and persecute a helpless maid 
Even to the uttermost ? 
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TOBIAS 


SARA 


‘TOBIAS 
SARA. 


It is no demon. 
It is thine husband who, in God’s great name, 
Hath put the enemy to flight. 

Nay, nay, 

O lord of lies, too well I know your craft. 
You can put on the likeness of an angel. 
In every form you follow me. It is 
The voice I heard at twilight, but I dare 
—I dare not listen. “Tis the Demon speaks. 
Listen, my sister. I am thy Beloved. 
It is thy spirit. Should I cross that threshold 
Tomorrow morning, I would see thy body, 
Thy glorious young body, white and ruddy, 
Chiefest among ten thousand, crushed, torn, shrivelled, 
A writhen heap of agony before 
My footsteps. Ah, but I will never see it. 
I have endured too long. 


Her hand darts out from under the veil. There is a flash of steel, 
but Tobias wrests the knife from her. 


TOBIAS 


SARA 


Awake, my fair one, 
Wake from these dreams of frenzy. Lift that tower 
Of ivory, thy neck, and look upon me. 
My dove, my undefiled, be not afraid. 
The day is breaking; shadows flee away; 
Winter is past; the rain is over and gone. 
I sleep, but my heart waketh. Yea, it is 
The voice of my Beloved. Yet forbear me. 
I am a blasted tree, my branches broken, 
My trunk as white as leprosy; all bare 
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TOBIAS 


SARA 


ToBIAS 


SARA 


ToBIAS 


SARA 


TOBIAS 


I stand, a horror even to the birds. 
Oh, flee from me! begone! I am accurst. 
My lily among thorns, the thorns are trampled. 
I who have won thee may not let thee go; 
For I would put thy life about my life 
Even as a robe of honor and would wear 
Thine heart on my heart as a crown of joy. 
Sweeter art thou than all the trees of Eden. 
I am thy dew, thy sunshine. Thou shalt cast 
Green shadows for glad Love to shelter in. 
I am a ruined city; the great deeps 
Have risen up against me; feared, deserted; 
A barren rock set in a waste of waters. 
I am thy lover and thy comforter, 
Sent to rebuild thy towers and replant 
Thy vineyards. 

My Beloved, leave me, leave me. 
Mine is the cup of terror and derision, 
Of desolation and astonishment. 
My sister, of thy cup, though it be filled 
With anguish, I would drink, my lips to thine. 
Thou art like a young lion of the mountains, 
And I the net that shall ensnare thy strength 
And bring thee to destruction. 

Nay, my sister, 

More tender than the blue anemone 
Of Esdraelon, than its golden iris, 
Within mine arms thy sorrow shall find rest 
And sighs be turned to singing. 
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SARA 


God hath opened 


A fount of water in my wilderness. 


Tobias walks thrice about Sara, stoops, and throws the end of her 
blue veil across his shoulder. 


ToBIAS 


SARA 


Thy government shall be upon my shoulder. 
Sister, arise, and let us pray that God, 
God of our fathers, whose most holy Name 
Is bless¢d evermore, have pity on us, 
Sealing our lives with the eternal seal 
Of love, that never may be loosed nor broken, 
So that we twain shall reach old age together, 
And rest awhile “neath Azrael’s quiet wing, 
Till Remiel, Angel of the Resurrection, 
Call us to live again and love again 
More utterly within the Perfect Love. 
Arise, my sister and my spouse. 

I nise. 
Thou art my Remiel and my Resurrection. 


As Sara arises, the blue veil falls from her, and she gleams forth in 
white raiment and in jewels. 
Tosias (Lifting his arms toward heaven) 


Lord of the Awful Throne, 
Lord of the Sapphire Stone, 
A Sword and a Flaming Flame 
Between my sister.and shame; 
Lord of the Mercy Seat, 
Bless our love that it rise 
Even to touch thy feet 

In the shining of the skies. 
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(Reaching his arms toward Sara) 
Kiss me with the kisses of thy mouth, 
For thy love is better than wine. 
Sweeter than myrrh is thy mouth. 
The beams of our house above 
Are cedar, our banner is love, 
And my beloved is mine. 


ScENE III 


Dawn of the following day. A burial plot, the Field of Sorrow, 
enclosed by cypresses, near the house of Raguel, who is digging 
a grave. Edna enters. 





EDNA Alas, my lord, ’twas even thus I feared 

To find you. 
RAGUEL It is meet a kinsman’s hands 

Should shape the house of clay for young Tobias. 
EDNA My heart misgives me lest we need one grave 

The more. 
RAGUEL You mean that Sara, that our child ? 
EDNA Long has her misery besought Jehovah 


For the dark gift of death. She has become 
The mock of all our whispering maids, the jest 
Even of our farthest shepherds, the reproach 
And scandal of our house, yet innocent 
As bird before the serpent. 

RAGUEL Would she die 
By impious hand and leave her wretched father 
Without the hope of seed? Never a son 
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Of my one daughter to rejoice my age, 
To cast the dust upon my eyes in death! 
EDNA For your sake only has our child endured 
So long the covert taunts of those who call her 
Murderer of Husbands, Paramour of Demon, 
But the fair lad of yestereven shook 
Her soul with passion for his tragedy, 
And there was desperate resolve upon 
The face I covered with the bride’s blue veil. 
RAGUEL Shall all the heathen have me in derision, 
—Raguel, richest of his tribe, without 
An heir to his possessions? As a tree 
Is beauteous for its branches and its leaves, 
So is a man honored for wife and weans, 
But he who has not hope of children’s children 
Is as a naked trunk no traveller blesses. 
EDNA My heart can break but once. Lo, I will go 
Down that dread gallery even to the chamber, 
Yet if the body of blind Tobit’s son, 
His only son, lies huddled at her door, 
Contorted by the hideous clutch of hell, 
My spirit bodes that on the further side 
Of that sad threshold I shall find our daughter, 
So grievously tormented by the Fiend, 
Escaped into the hollow realm of death, 
Leaving to us but image of her beauty, 
But memory of her tenderness. 
With firm step, Edna leaves the Field of Sorrow, turning toward 
the house. 
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RAGUEL (Leaning on his spade and gazing after her) 
She goes, 
And goes alone. How strong are mothers’ hearts! 
Beyond the cypresses on the further side is heard the voice of 
Raphael singing. 
RAPHAEL (Out of sight) 
To the uttermost parts of Egypt the Demon fled, 
Over the long green Nile that writhed and quivered 
Under his agony, like a kindred snake. 
The rustling reeds of papyrus bowed and shivered. 
Then did the moonlight pillars of Karnak quake, 
And deep in their pyramids moaned the mummied dead. 


The rebel gods, those waiting the sunrise red. 
Twins of the Desert, the crouching Sphinx, young 
Horus 

And ancient Amen, the awful Four on their throne 

Of Abu Simbel, all in a thunder chorus 

Called on Jehovah and chilled to colossal stone. 

To the uttermost parts of Egypt the Demon fled. 
RAGUEL (As Raphael enters) 

Nay, minstrel, is it truth? Is Asmodzeus 

No more to be the wrecker of our peace? 
RAPHAEL The ministers of the Most High have bound 

The Demon, hand and foot, and cast him forth 

Into the waste and covered him with darkness. 
RAGUEL My daughter ? 
RAPHAEL Even now springs to the breast 

Of her glad mother. 
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RAGUEL 
RAPHAEL 


And the bridegroom > 


Sends 
The voice of his rejoicing through the house. 





RAGUEL (Flinging down the spade) 


RAPHAEL 


RAGUEL 


At once my son and my deliverer. 

He shall be robed in purple; I will clasp 

A collar of fine gold about his neck 

And deck him out with comely ornaments. 

He shall return to Tobit with the half 

Of all my goods, and when my wife and I 
Rest in this circle of the cypresses, 

Our children shall have all. Yet for the half 
Twill take a score of swaying camels, hundreds 
Of plodding asses to bear back such wealth 

To Nineveh,—so many cedar chests 

Of rich apparel, wefts of Tyrian blue, 
Broideries and pearls. But ere we let them go, 
We'll keep a wedding feast of twice seven days, 
With flute and harp, sackbut and psaltery. 
The bridegroom and the bride shall sit enthroned 
Lords of the revel, while the dances weave 

A maze of mirth about their happy feet. 

And meanwhile I, upon the bridegroom’s errand, 
Will wend to Rages in the land of Media 

For the ten silver talents that Gabael, 

A faithful Hebrew, holds in trust for Tobit. 


It were not well to miss ten silver talents, 
But choose the fleetest of my dromedaries 
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To bear you on your way. The road is long 
And rugged,—not a road for fourteen days. 
RAPHAEL Yet have I journeyed farther in less time. 
Raphael goes out. 
RacuEL (Lifting his arms to heaven) 
O God, well worthy art thou to be praised 
With every pure and holy praise, for thou 
Hast given, after sorrow, joy, and dealt 
With these, two only children of old fathers, 
According to thy mercy. May thy grace 
Abide upon them while their lives endure! 
He takes up the spade and begins to fill the grave. 


ScENE IV 


Threshing-floor. Tobias and Sara, both in splendid apparel, seated 
ona raised dais. The dog on guard at their feet. Faguel and 
Edna greet the guests, who wear gay-colored wedding-mantles. 
These guests bow before the bridegroom and the bride, laying 
gifts of flowers, spices, fruits and coins on the small carpet 
spread in front of the divan. Music and dances, closing with 
the responsive song of the Ten Virgins. 


WATCHMAN 
Waken! Awaken! The bridegroom cometh, 
Glad he cometh 
To claim the bride. 
Waken from sleep that the heart benumbeth. 
Even at midnight the cry is cried. 
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Five Wise Vircins (Advancing with rhythmic step, holding high 
their brightly burning lamps) 


Lo, our lamps, they are trimmed and ready, 
Trimmed and ready 

To light his way. 

Shed, lamps, shed for him clear and steady 
Lusters fairer than dawn of day. 


Five Foo.isH VirGINS (Retreating with rhythmic step, bearing 
lamps whose glimmer soon flickers out) 


Give us oil for our empty vessels, 

Empty vessels 

And lamps to trim! 

Feebly their gleam with the darkness wrestles. 
The bridegroom! How shall we welcome him? 


ACT III 


ScENE I 


The Gate of Nineveh. Anna, haggard with anxiety, stands with 
her hand shading her eves, watching the three roads by which 
travellers approach the city. 


ANNA 


What am I, wasted by these empty days? 
A dying brand on the forsaken hearth, 
A pelican beside a reedy pool 

Standing alone, its bill against its breast, 
A moping owl, a solitary thrush 
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Behind her enters Tobit; groping his way with his staff along the 
road. 


Pouring its last lament from ruined wall, 
An evening shadow and a withered blade 
Of grass that once was beautiful with dew. 


Tosit (Calling) Anna, my wife! 
ANNA (Turning sharply upon him) 


TositT 


ANNA 
TositT 


Tobit stumbles, but Anna, catching his arm, saves him from falling. 


ANNA 


ToBIT 


Oh, sand and iron weigh 
Less on the spirit than a stubborn man. 
Why not abide at home? I left you broth 
And that unleavened bread you hold your mouth 
Purer for eating. Wherefore risk your blindness 
Upon the streets of Nineveh? 

My reasons 

Are even as yours. Within our silent house 
The heavy time I reckoned hour by hour 
Till I could bear no more. But once I fell, 
And then a young Assyrian lifted me 
And led me even to the Gate. ’Tis strange 
There should be kindness in a heathen heart. 
Why not? I’ve yet to see a perfect Jew. 
O wife, be gentle! Give a guiding hand 
To your blind lord. 


My lord should be at home, 
Safe on the roof, rumbling his endless prayers. 
’Tis better to be blind of eyes than blind 
Of heart. I stumble with the foot, but you, 
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ANNA 


Tosir 


Mocking your husband, stumble with the tongue. 
Nay, wife, be tranquil. Something tells my soul 
This day shall be for us a festal day. 


Oh, still a dreamer! better is the thigh 

Of frog in hand than goose in neighbor’s pot; 
Better a sheep in fold than ox afield, 

One sparrow caught than thousand sparrows flying. 
Talk not of festivals. I want my child. 


Oh, take no care, my sister. He shall come 
Again in safety from a prosperous journey, 
For God will send an angel to defend him 
Against all perils of the way. 


ANNA (Helping Tobit to seat himself upon a bench beneath the 


Gate) 


You promise, 
But still he comes not. Will he ever come? 
Oh, I have swallowed aloes, but have found 
Nothing more bitter than uncertainty. 


Tosit (Leaning his chin upon the knob of his staff and speaking 
with patriarchal authority) 


ANNA 


Adversity is the true school of the mind. 
Loth am I to rebuke you, O my wife, 
So brave in poverty and peril, but 

You must not miss this opportunity 

To profit by suspense. 


O buzzing bee, 
I want neither your honey nor your sting. 
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Tosit (Disconcerted) I stand before the doorway of my tomb. 
My voice is weak, my words have lost their savor. 
What hath detained our son? Perchance Gabael 
Has died and there is none to keep the faith 
And render back my silver talents. 

ANNA (Weeping wildly) Nay, 
The lad has perished. Ah, he is no more 
Among the living. Woe to me, my child, 
That you were sent away! 





TositT Oh, hold your peace. 
Our son is safe. 
ANNA It is for you to hold 
Your peace nor lie to me. Our son is dead. 
ToBIT Into the well from which you drink, cast not 
A stone. Your husband is your well of life 
ANNA A well of words! I wish it would run dry. 
TosiT I would not grieve you. Nay, a man should not 


Afflict his wife, for God counts all her tears; 
But yet I bid you hush. 
ANNA While his white feet 
Are torn by thorns? 
TosBIT His sturdy feet of youth 
Will tread them down and make a homeward path. 
ANNA Have we not counted every hour? ‘The days 
That should suffice even for a longer road 
Are gone and still he comes not. He is dead, 
My son is dead, light of mine eyes, my son! 
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TosIT 


ANNA 


‘TositT 


ANNA 


TosBIT 


ANNA 


TosIT 


Poor eyes, so dark with sorrow and unfaith! 
Blame not your lord for those shortcomings which 
You have yourself. Mine eyes are blind, yet see 
A joy upon the way. But you are weary; 

All night you weep and hither haste by dawn; 
You give your heart no rest; you eat no food. 


My tears are food enough. You will not weep; 
So my two eyes must do the work of four. 
Why did you send away our son, the staff 
On which your age should lean? Your money, ten 
Poor silver talents! Weighed against our child 
Money is rubbish. 
Wife, all will be well. 
When I entrusted that great treasure to 
My friend Gabael in a distant land 


You laid it on the antlers of a deer. 
Let winds and branches have it. Where’s my boy? 





Too far you press my patience, froward one. 
A woman who unto the wounded heart 

Of her own husband will no comfort bring 

Is harsher mate than lioness to lion. 


Must women praise stupidities of men? 
Was Noah sinless, was old Abraham 
Unruffled in his righteousness? Go ask 
Their wives. 
Oh, you scold ever, like the cat 
To which they said: “Leave off your mewing, Puss, 
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ANNA 


TositT 


ANNA 


TOBIT 


ANNA 


And you shall come and go in the King’s palace.” 
Whereat she answered: “Not for eyes of onyx 
Nor ears of gold nor paws of pearl would I 
Leave off my mewing.” 


Story me no stories. 

Your talk is doleful as a wolf by moonlight. 
Ill fares the wolf whose refuge is a bramble. 
My grief is greater than your own, but you 
Are as a man who on his shivering comrade 
In winter throws a stream of icy water. 
Oh, as the climbing up a sandy way 
Is unto aged feet, so to a man 
Who loves his quiet is a fretful wife. 
I chose you as a customer might choose 
A silver spoon, but not that I should swallow 
Hot mustard from it. 

Who is scolding now? 
When birds fly without wings, and ravens are 
As white as snow, and gall as sweet as honey, 
Women may be more crossgrained than their husbands, 
But not till then. 

I will restrain my word 

Within my lips, lest peradventure when 
I free my word I shall have lost my friend; 
For from a word a quarrel comes, and from 
A quarrel springs vexation, sundering hearts. 


We are as the pomegranate and the thornbush 
That chide each other for their prickles. 
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TosBIT 


Ay, 


We are as if a scorpion struck a needle 


And takes a sting worse than its own. My wife, 


Come hither. Let your husband comfort you. 


Anna seats herself on the ground beside Tobit, resting her head 
against his knee. He strokes her hair. 


ANNA 


Tosit 


ANNA 


ToBIT 


ANNA 


TositT 


Where is the palm we reared, the palm whose dates 
Should nourish us, the palm to give us shadow 
In the desert of old age? 


The wind of God 
Is singing through its branches. All is well. 


Twas such a child for growing. He shot up 
Like lotus in a vessel of clear water. 
He fed on wisdom as on milk and bread. 


And though we feed on ashes, let our trust 

Be steadfast in our God, who knows how deep 
The roots of that young palm are in our hearts. 
The time is slow and yet all time shall pass. 
Life is the shadow of a flying bird. 

Be patient for a little. Whatsoever 

Cometh from God is good. 


I’ve yet to make 
My peace with your Jehovah. You were righteous, 
A man of mercy, and he sent you blindness. 
And now, ah, now what does he with our son? 


O wife, my trust stands steadfast in the Lord. 
Lo, when he will, he weaves the silvery veil 


| 194 ] 


ANNA 


TosBiT 


Of rain and, when he will, he woos the shoots 
Of April grass with sunshine. 

Then he might 
Have brushed away the film that for eight years 
Has dimmed your vision. Oh, so little trouble 
For him to do it, your serene Jehovah, 
At ease above the clouds! He makes me angry. 
Take not, my wife, that blemish on your soul 
Of wrath against the God who breathed your soul. 
To blame Jehovah is to fling a stone 
At heaven. It falls again and strikes the flinger. 


ANNA (Springing up in excitement) 


TosIT 
ANNA 


TosIT 
ANNA 


I see a speck upon the far white road, 
A moving speck. 

Oh, that I were not blind! 
And oh, that womenfolk were not forbidden 
To go beyond this gate! It is a dog 
Comes running, like a messenger of joy. 
Oh, can you see no further? Look and look! 
I half discern the figures of two men, 
But distant yet. The dog is almost here, 
A dog that looks like—nay, it is, it is 
The very waif our boy brought home to us, 
Our Pity-Trouble, who had coaxed to him 
A lame and lagging pup from one of those 
Night-prowling packs that pester Nineveh. 
Ah, and we were not pleased; you ever made 
Believe you did not know we kept the dog, 
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TosIT 


And when his grateful muzzle brushed your knee 
You tried to look as if you thought it were 
My sleeve or the lad’s tunic. 

I'll forgive him, 
If he’s my son’s forerunner. 


ANNA (To the dog, who bursts in panting and leaps upon her, 
wagging his tail as if he would wag it off) 


Is it so, 
Sir Saucy Bite-my-Sandals? Is it so? 
If you are herald of Tobias, such 
A supper as you'll have tonight! 


TosiT (Solemnly stretching out his hand and patting the dog) 


ANNA 


TosIT 
ANNA 


‘ToBIT 
ANNA 
TosiT 
ANNA 


Well spoken! 

To have compassion upon animals 
Is written in the sacred law of Moses. 
Where is our son, you truant? ‘There’s no supper 
On any shelf of mine for runaways. 
A dog forsaking his own master should 
Expect no better of the world than stones. 
What of those travellers so far away? 
Oh, they are fleet of foot. Dearest my husband, 
I dare not tell you what I think they are. 
Tobias and the minstrel ? 

Even they. 
Praise to Jehovah! 





Glory to 


(She checks herself and would hide her involuntary lapse 
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toward piety by rebuking the dog who is still jumping upon 
her) Enough! 
Down! Would you soil my raiment when my son 
Is soon to see his mother? Impudent 
You are as yellow cur that came unto 
The potters’ oven to warm himself, and when 
He was well warmed, rose up to bark at them. 
The wagging of a dog’s tail wins him bread; 
It is his bark that gets him blows; but oh! 
If you could tell the story of your journey, 
I would not care although your throat were brass. 


Tobias and Raphael enter. 


TOBIAS No word for me, my mother? All for him, 
My dog who ever loves your chiding? 


ANNA Son! 
Now I have seen you, I could be content 
To die. My son! 
She weeps upon the neck of Tobias, and he weeps with her. Tobit 
rises and gropes his way toward them, but stumbles. Tobias 
runs to him, catches him and is held by him in long embrace. 


TosIT Welcome, my son! Tobias! O my son! 


Tosias (Releasing himself from his father’s arms and leading him 
up to Raphael) 
O father, give your greeting to my comrade, 
The minstrel Azarias, who has been 
My life and victory. ”Tis he who brings 
In these sealed bags your silver from Gabael. 
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Tosit (To Raphael) 


TOBIAS 


TOoBIT 


RAPHAEL 


All thanks and honor, friend. Take you the half 
Of these ten talents; ’tis but half our love. 
Take them, my brother. When my father knows 
All you have done for me, then will he know 
There are not wages can such deeds repay. 
O minstrel of true service, if I cannot 
Make recompense, the Lord will recompense 
Your righteous dealings with us. 

I have not 
Yet earned my wages. ‘There is more to do. 


(From the folds of his girdle he brings out the little mussel-shell 
box, opens it and, drawing Tobias aside, hands it to him.) 


This is the gall of that remembered fish 

Which gave you the first supper of our journey. 
Take it and crush it between thumb and finger. 
Lift high the lids of your blind father’s eyes 
And blow the powder into them. Then he 
Will rub them sharply, and the poignant gall 
Will by its virtue scale that milky film 

Away, till they behold the light of God. 


Tobias does as directed. Tobit cries out. 


TositT 


TOBIAS 


My son, your fingers are upon mine eyes. 
What is it you would do? Ay me, the sting! 


Be of good hope, my sire, and fortitude. 
The pain will pass and with it pass the shadow. 
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Tosit (Rubbing his eves violently, while Anna, longing to help, 
hovers about him) 


TOBIAS 
RAPHAEL 


ToBIAS 


RAPHAEL 


How may this be? Our father Abraham 
Wore hung about his neck a precious ruby, 
And when the sick looked on it they were healed. 
But what is this? 

It is a miracle. 


There are no miracles, for everything 

Is miracle. Nature is stored with secrets 
Of healing and of power the centuries 
Shall slowly find, surprises of God’s love. 


It half repents me that I slew the fish, 
Our benefactor. 


Had he not been slain, 
His help could not be given. Take, dear lad, 
This comfort to your heart for all the pang 
And death among the innocents of earth, 
The frolic creatures of the wild,—it is 
The mortal law that life, still fed by life, 
Must feed life still. Insect to bird, and bird 
To crouching beast, this beast to mightier jaws 
Than are its own; so each in turn shall perish 
To nourish richer essence, even as mothers 
Give of their vital force to bring forth children, 
And fathers wear their joyous vigor down 
To feebleness in effort to sustain 
Those children and advance them to a height 
Beyond their own. So soldiers for the state, 
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ToBIAS 
RAPHAEL 


Tost 


Explorers for the unborn generations, 
Scholars for truth and martyrs for the faith 
Their being spend. All die that all may live. 


And yet—would this console one claw-torn squirrel? 


The Lord of Consolation will not fail 

To make amends in his eternal scope 

To all who suffer for a greater good 

Than their own momentary joy. The cry 

Deep in man’s heart for justice and for kindness 
Is God’s assurance. Trust nor be dismayed, 

For human vision is but faint and blurred, 

Like that returning to your father’s eyes. 


I see my wife, I see my son, but where 
The minstrel speaks, I only see a shining. 


Tosias (Springing to his father) 


But oh, you see again! 


ANNA (Exultanily) My husband sees! 


TosItT 


RAPHAEL 


Jehovah has not scorned his righteousness, 
Nor set at nought his deeds of charity. 


Blessed be God and blesséd his great name 
And blesséd all his holy angels, for 


He gave me darkness and he gives me light! 


You who did cast your bread upon the waters 
Have found it after many days. You have 
Done justly and loved mercy; you have walked 
Humbly before your God; your alms have gone 
To Heaven as messengers, pleading for you 
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Before his throne, with your own fervent prayers. 

In your distress you cried unto the Lord; 

Out of the depths you called upon his Name. 
TOoBIT Blest be Jehovah, who hath not withdrawn 

His mercy from me, but hath brought me forth 

From night to morning! It is he that strikes 

And he that heals; he slays and brings to life. 
RAPHAEL His faithful shine afar, like snowy mountains, 

Lifting the hearts of all who look upon them. 

The sun, the moon, the stars, bright witnesses 

That from their golden seats behold the earth, 

Rejoice in every deed of mercy done. 

You who across all anguish helped the wretched, 

Have friends you wot not of. O rich in prayer, 

Rich is God’s answer. The unfailing dawns 

Shall never see a righteous man forsaken. 
ANNA So the reward of goodness is like dates, 

Late ripening but sweeter for delay. 

Will the Lord God forgive mine unbelief> 
RAPHAEL (Smiling upon her) 

Until the ocean freezes and the earth 

Is as a crystal ball, the gates of Pardon 

Shall not be closed. 
ANNA (Ruefully) I oft upbraided Tobit, 

Still at his prayers, and would not say amen, 

And now God may be wroth to hear me speak. 
RAPHAEL Wherefore should God be angry at your voice? 

He was within your trouble, in your yearning 
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Over that blind white head so meekly bowed. 
Love hath as many fashions as the leaves; 


Who made them all shall comprehend them all. 


ANNA (Kneeling) 
Blessed be thou, O Lord, for thou hast healed 
My husband’s blindness, and hast guarded this 
Our only son upon the perilous way 
And brought him back to our old arms that love him. 
We are a threefold cord not lightly broken; 
"Twas thou didst interweave it for our joy; 
’Tis thou hast kept the clinging strands unsevered. 
And blest be thou, O Lord, for thou hast pity 


Upon the wayward heart of womankind. 


TosiT (Standing erect, with open eyes and arms upreached) 
The Lord our God will work, and who shall hinder ? 
Hast thou not known, hast thou not heard, that he, 
The Everlasting, the Eternal, Maker 
Of all the earth, faints not, neither is weary > 
There is no searching of his understanding. 

He giveth power to the faint; to them 

That have no might increaseth strength. For even 
The youths shall faint, be weary, the young men 
Utterly fall. But they that wait on him, 

On the Eternal, shall renew their strength. 

They shall mount up with wings as eagles; walk 
And not be weary; they shall run and shall 

Not faint. Oh, bless the Lord, my soul, and all 
That is within me, bless his holy Name! 
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ToBIAS 
ANNA 
RAPHAEL 


Bless ye the Lord, his angels, that excel 
In strength, that do his bidding! Bless the Lord! 


The Lord be blest 





Be blest! 
The Lord be blest! 


Tosias (Lifting his mother to her feet) 


Yet is there gladness that ye wot not of, 
Rapture on rapture. 


Distant clamor is heard. 


TositT 


TOBIAS 


Listen! shouts ring out 
As in a mighty mustering of hosts. 
One name is borne above the echoing cheer, 
Your name, my son. 


It is my bride that comes, 
Sara my princess, daughter of Raguel 
Your kinsman, who hath sent her to your house 
With pomp of caravan, white camels, asses, 
Cattle, sheep, goats, and full half of his goods; 
But she herself outshines all wealth, all treasure. 
Long did the gathering of flocks and herds 
From far-off valleys hold us, and the pleading 
Of Edna, of her mother, though I urged 
Departure, lest your waiting wax too grievous. 
Rare tales have I to tell when time shall serve, 
But now, I pray you, come with me to meet 
The caravan and welcome home your daughter. 
Her heart, once stamped with the black brand of terror, 
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TosiIT 
"TOBIAS 
ANNA 


TosBitT 


RAPHAEL 


ANNA 


RAPHAEL 


Tosit (To 


ANNA 


Rejoices like a child in this new dawn 
Of quietude and love. She craves your blessing. 
My son, my son, let all your words be true. 
When was there lie in my right hand, my father? 
Never. The brook that watered our hid garden 
Becomes a river that shall feed the thirst 
Of lands remote. I ever knew my son 
Was not within the rank of common lads 
But destined to be great and fortunate. 
Inured to grief, how may I bear such gladness, 
I who have prayed for death, an old man broken? 
You and your wife shall live to see the children 
Of your son’s children; they shall stand like splendors 
About your hearth. The best of life awaits you. 
Shall life grow sweeter as our years increase ? 
Youth is a crown of roses, age of thorns. 
Even as a willow-branch keeps fair and green 
In silver vase replenished with fresh water, 
Shall household love preserve your joy from fading. 
Anna) 
Peace is the golden wisp of straw which binds 
The sheaf of blessings. Let harsh words no more, 
My sister, come between us. 

Oh, our strife 
Was but as rain that filters through a crevice. 
Our crevice was misfortune. It is closed. 
We need not quarrel now except for pleasure. 


Again the cheering is heard, somewhat nearer. 
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TOBIAS 


RAPHAEL 


TOBIAS 


RAPHAEL 


TOBIAS 


RAPHAEL 


Lean on me, O my father! Let us haste 
To welcome my Beloved on her way. 
My mother, wait! Come you, O Azarias! 


My errand here is done. I may not tread 
This dust again with you, blithe comrade. I 
Am Raphael, of the Archangelic Seven, 

The Seven Glories who go in and out 


Before the unveiled face of God. 


An angel? 
Nay, nay, my brother, clad like me, like me 
Loving the toil and beauty of the road. 


An angel, therefore all the more your brother, 
Even when clad in wings of wind and raiment 
Of purple air with diamonds of bright rain. 
Dear youth, how often shall you feel my touch 
Upon your shoulder, as of old, and lift 

An eager face to the invisible. 

From waving mists my arm shall beckon you, 
And when you long for me, I shall be there, 
Always your helper. Call me and I come. 


Such knowledge is too wonderful for me; 
I cannot attain unto it. 


Once more 
Hearken, and trust my words. Behold, I am 
Of the Archangels, of the Shining Seven 
Who have one only thought, one song, one deed, 
To worship God. 
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TosBiT 
RAPHAEL 


ANNA 


RAPHAEL 


Tell us of God, our God. 


He dwelleth in eternal light. He leads 
The gleaming constellations up the sky. 
The meteors and comets feel his hand 
Upon their blazing reins. 

But does he care 


For foolish folk like us? 


He is the Lover 
Of all that live. The spirits of all men, 
Though far they stray, perverse, on lonely ways, 
Are of his household, even as little children. 
The forest brotherhoods, set free from terror, 
Dwell in his garden, happiest when his feet 
May walk among them. He is Lord of all, 
‘The tame, the wild, the souls of those that fly 
In the glad air, that swim in the glad waters, 
That graze in the glad fields. The flowers whose tints 
Are dear to him, the trees his psalmodists, 
The curious, shy denizens of ocean 
From proud leviathan to living towers 
Of coral, even down to those dim growths 
Still unaware of being, all rejoice 
In their Creator, worshipping his law 
With that best worship of obedience. 
In every life he lives, urging it upward; 
The reptile rises to the bird; the wolf 
Becomes the collie, guardian of men’s flocks; 
The criminal ascendeth to the saint. 
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The sweetness of his law excels all sweetness; 


To do his will is Paradise. 


Tosit, ANNA, ToBIAS Tell on. 
RAPHAEL I am Raphael, the Healer of the Earth, 


Sent forth of God to comfort human hearts 
And cure them of their griefs, for he is mindful 
Of man, whom he hath made but little lower 
Than us his angels and hath crowned with honor. 
The bright, imperishable, singing spheres 

Look wistfully on man, who falls to rise, 

Whose soul was kindled at the central fire 

And, burning wildly in the winds of earth, 


Is yet divine. 


Tosit, ANNA, TOBIAS Lord Raphael, tell on. 
RAPHAEL My task it is to heal the troubled earth 


TosIT 
ANNA 
ToBIAS 


With reverence, with law, with lovingkindness, 
Purge it from greed and envy, falsehood, scorn, 
Hate, cruelty, and all the brood of hell. 

When martyrs in the fiery furnace walk, 

I walk beside them and I cool the flames. 

’Tis I present the prayers of saints before 

The Throne of God; the prayers of Tobit poured 
Their fragrance from the censer I uplifted, 

Blent with pure odors from the prayers of Sara. 


Our Helper! 
Comforter! 


Abide with us! 


[ 207 J 


RAPHAEL I shall be with you, as I have been with you; 
Your eyes have seen no man, only a vision. 
Farewell, for I arise to him that sent me. 
Swifter than those four steeds that down the air 
Hurtle the splendid chariot of storm, 

The Wind, the Rain, the Sleet, the Lightning, swifter 
Than hope and fear and dream and death I speed 
At the great bidding unto souls in sorrow; 

But that keen flight is slow to my return 

To him whose essence draweth up mine own, 
Even as the Sun draws up the dew. Farewell. 
The clouds allure me and the ether calls me; 

The pathways of the stars are lighted for me; 

I bear your adoration up to God, 

Beyond the pillars of the crystal heavens, 

The chambers of the hoarfrost and the snow, 

The stalls wherein the thunder-steeds are lodged, 
Each ruled by its firm bridle of command; 
Beyond Arcturus and his sons, beyond 

The golden treasuries of the Pleiades, 

Armored Orion and the mystic river 

That mortals, marvelling, call the Milky Way; 
Beyond the azure, star-embroidered veil 

That the Four Seraphs weave between your world 
Of space and time and our eternity. 

On to the place where no flesh walks, I bear 

The breath of your thanksgiving, on and on, 
Beyond all hunger, thirst, and pain, and terror, 
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To the upper heaven whose palaces gleam out 
With pinnacles and columns of sheer flame, 
To that high dwelling, unconfined and clear, 
Whence God looks forth on all his circling globes, 
Shaping their shining destinies. And you, 
You who have known the dimness and the dark, 
Shall yet behold those walls that are no walls 
But iridescent glow of jewels, praising 
Our God with dancing color, even as life 
Best praises him with beauty, joy and love. 
Glory to God! 
Tosit To God! 
ANNA To God! 
ToBIAsS To God! 
Tobit, Anna and Tobias fall upon their faces. The scene darkens. 
Through the darkness the voice of Raphael is heard singing, 
more faintly as he recedes. 
RAPHAEL Unto the Throne of God I bear 
All mortal sacrifice and prayer; 
Before the Throne of God I bless 
All mortal deeds of gentleness. 
All that is lovely, lo, I make 
Still lovelier for Love’s own sake. 
All that is noble I uplift 
To where the winds of wonder sift 
Impurity from holiness. 


All that is beautiful I bless. 
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No fragrances from lilies white, 
From cassia buds nor incense bowl 
Nor sandalwood may urge their flight 
Against the wind, but day and night 
And all the sevenfold heavens delight 
In perfume of a righteous soul. 

Time is the road-maker for man, 

And Time must end, for Time began, 
But God abides. 


The scene lightens, revealing Tobit, Anna and Tobias standing 
with faces and arms uplifted, gazing heavenward. 
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Many a starry night had they known - 
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O Death, where is thy victory over Love? 


O Nazarene, we would not be deceived 
Of Egypt’s countless altars, only one 


On Christmas Eve, so runs the marvellous tale 
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